


HISTOliY 


OF 


ENa'LISH LITElUTUPtE 



The St. Martin’s Library 


Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt, as. net per vo). ; leather, gilt edges, 3s. net per vol. 


By Sir WALTER BESANT. 
London. 

Ar Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
Sir Ridtard Whittington. 
Gaspard de Coligiiy. 

By HALL CAINE. 

The Deeniiiter. 

By WILKIE COLLINS 
The Woman in White. 

By THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By BRET HARTE. 
Condensed Novels. 

By O. W. HOLMES. 

The Autocrnt of the Breakfast- 
Table. With Illustrations. 

By RICHARD JEFFERIES. 
The Life of the Fields. 

The Open Air. 

Nature near London. 

'J he Pocket Richard Jeneries. 

By CHARLES LAMB. 

The Essays of Eha. 

By LORD JIACAULAY. 
The iIistor3r of England from 
the Accession of J.smes II. to 
the Death of William HI. 
Preceded by a Sketch of the 
Period before the Restoration, 
and also of the Reign of Charles 
II. In 5 volumes. « 

By JUSTIN McCarthy. 
The Reign of Queen Anne, in 
1 Volume. 

A History of the Four Georges and 
of William IV. In a volumes. 

A History of Onr Own Times 
from the Accession uf Queen 
Victoria to X897. In 3 volumes. 

*«* The above eleven volumes by 
Lord Macaulay and Justin 
McCarthy, as well as giving 
a Sketch of Earlier British His- 
tory, form a Complete History 
of England from the Accession 
of James II. (1^85) to the 
Diamond Jubilee (i897>. 


0 

By DANIEU DEFOF* 
Robinson Crusoe. With 37 Illus- 
trations by George Ckuik- 
SHANK. 

By GEO. MACDONALD. 
Works of Fancy and Imagination. 
In 10 volumes. 

I WitWn and Without — The 
Ilidilcn Life. 

II The Disciple — The Cospol 
Women — Book of Sonnets — 
Organ Soii(;s 

III Violin Songs^Soiigs of the D.i >9 
and Nights — A Book of Dreams 
— Ko.uUide Poems— 1*00111-. for 
Children 

IV, V.irablos — Ballads — • Scotch 
.S(.ngs 

V * VI. Thant astes. 

V'll 1 he I’orteiit. 

Vlll. *i he Liuht Princess— The Giant's 
I Itart— Shadows 

IX CrossPiirposcs — i heOoldon Key 
—The Carasoyii— l.ittle Day- 
lurht. 

X. The Cruel Painter— The Wow o' 
Kivven — The C.istle — 1 he 
Broken Swords— I he (»ray 
W olf— line Ic Comulms 

The Pocket George MacDonald. 

By CHARLES READE. 

‘llie ^ Cloister and the Hearth. 

With 32 Fu1l-p.ige Illustrations. 
*It is Never 'loo I.ate to Merrl. ‘ 

By R. L. STEVENSON 
Memories and Portraits. 
Virginibus Prerisque. 

Familiar Stinlies of Men aiirl 
Books. 

New Arabian Nights. 

Across the Plains. 

The Merry Men, 

The Pocket R. I« S. 

By H, A. TAINE. 
Histoiyof English Literature In 
4 volumes. With 32 Portnuts. 

By MARK TWAIN. 
Sketches. 

By WALTON and COTTON. 
The Complete Angler. 


By BOCCACCIO. 

TKe Decameron. 


London : CHATTO & WINDUS, ist St. Martin's Lane, W.C. 




EDiflUNU SPEXSEH. 




K i ♦SU"' O .'^V K'.'i’HSB. 



HISTORY 

OF 

ENGLISH LITEHATIJHE 


BY 

H. A. TAINE. D.C.L 

TRANSLATED FROM THK FRENCH 
BY H, VAN LAUN 



FIBE PAPER BDTTTON 
WITH IHIETY-TWO PORTRAITS 


LONDON 

OHATTO & WINDUS 
1906 



PREFACE TO THE NEW EDITION. 


This edition of Taine’s History of English Literature 
has been carefully revised and compared with the 
original. All the quotations have been collated and 
verified anew, and no trouble has been spared to make 
it as accurate as possible 

For tbe favourable reception this translation has 
met with from the press and the jmblic, I feel much 
indebted. 

H. VAH l.AUN. 


Thk Aoadkuy. 
Edinburgh, May 31, 1873. 




CONTENTS 


— 

INTRODUCTION. 

MOB 

Historical documents servo only as a clue to reconstruct 

the visible individual 2 

The outer man is only a clue to study the inner, invisible 

man 6 

The state and the actions of the inner and invisible man 
have their causes in certain general ways of thought 

and feeling 10 

Chief causes of thoughts and feelings. Their historical 


effects 13 

The three primordial forces — 

I. Race 17 

II. Surroundings 19 

HI. Epocli 21 


History is a mechanical and psychological problem. 

Within certiiiu limits man can foretell . *. .23 

Production of the results of a primordial causa Common 
elements. Composition of groups. Law of mutual 
dependence. Law of proportional influences . . 25 

Law of formation of a group. Examples and indications . 30 
General problem' and fiiture of history. Psychological 
method. Value of literature. Purpose in writing 
this book 32 



viii 


CONTENTS. 


BOOK 1. -THE SOURCE. 

CHAPTER I. 

Cbe Saxons. 

PAO* 


I. Tlujir original country — Soil, Hca, sky, climate — 

Their new country — A moist land and a thank- 
less soil — Influence of climate on character 37 

II. Their bodily structure — Food — Manners — Unculti- 

vated instincts, German and English . . 41 

iiL Noble instincts in Germany — The indi\idinil— The 
family — The sfcite — Religion The Etlda — 
Tragi-heroic concei»tion of the world and of man- 
kind 49 

IV. Noble instincts in England — Warrior and chieftain 

— Husband and wife — The poem of Beowulf — 
Barbarian society and the hirbariian hern . . 58 

V. Fagan poems — Kind and force of sentiments — Bent 

of mind and speech — Force of iinin-ession ; har. U- 
noss of cx]>vession 68 


VI. Christian poems — Wherein the Saxons are predis- 
posed to Christianity — How converted — Their 
view of Christijuiity — Hymns of Omdmon — 
Funeral hymn — Poem of Judith — Paraphrase of 

Ijhe Bible 72 

VII Why Latin culture took no hold on the Saxons — 
Reasons dr^wn from the Saxon conquest — Bede, 
Alenin, Alfred — Translations — Chronicles — 
Compilations — Impotence of Latin writers — 
Reiisons drawn from the Saxon character — 
Adhelm - - Alcuin — Latin verse — Poetic diar 
lognes — Bad taste of the Latin writers 82 



CONTKNTS. 


ix 


VHi. Contrast of Ccrmiin and Latin races — Character of 
flip Saxon race — Its endiiriinco under the Nor- 
man conquest .... 


CHAPTEPt IT. 

Ci)e ijlotmantt. 

I. Formation and cliaracter of Feudalism . 

II. The Norman invasion ; character of the Normans 

— Contrast with the Saxons — Tlic Normans arc 
French — How they becjune so — Their taste and 
architecture — Their spirit of inquiry and their 
litemture — Chivalry and amusements — Their 
tactics and their success 

Tii. Bent of the French genius — Two principal cliarac- 
teristics : clear and consecutive ideas — Psycho- 
logical form of French genius — Prosaic histories ; 
lack of colour and passion, case and discursive- 
ness — Natural logic and clearness, soberness, 
grace and delicacy, refinement and cynicism — 
Order and charm — The nature of the beauty and 
of the ideas which the French have introduced . 

IV. The Normans in England — Their position and their 

tyranny — They implant their literature and 
language — They forget the same — Learn English 
by degrees — Gradually English becomes galli- 
cised . . 

V. They translate French works into English — Opinion 

of Sir John Mandeville — Layamon, Robert of 
Gloucester, Robert de Brunne — They imitate in 
English the French literature — Moral manuals, 
chansons, fabliaux, Gostes — Brightness, frivolity, 
and futility of this French literature — Barbarity 
oud ignorance of the feudal civilisation —fleste 


PAoe 

92 


95 


96 


104 


115 



X 


CONTENTS. 


of Richard Coeur de Lion, and voyages of Sir 
John Mandeville — Poorness of the litcraturS in< 
troduced and implanted in England — \Vliy it has 
not endured on the Continent nr in England 

VI. The Saxons in England — Endurance of the Saxon 

nation, and formation of the English constitution 
— Endurance of the Saxon character, and forma- 
tion of the English character .... 

VII. - IX. Comparison of the ideal hero in fVauce and 

England — Fabliaux of Reynard, and ballads of 
Robin Hood — How the Saxon character makes 
way for and supports political liberty — Compa- 
rison of the condition of the Commons in France 
and England — Theory of the English constitu- 
tion, by Sir John Foi-tescue — How the Saxon 
constitution makes way for and supports political 
liberty — Situation of the Church, and precursors 
of the Reformation in England — Piers Plowman 
and Wycliffe — How the Saxon character and the 
situation of the Norman Church made way for 
i^igious reform — Incompleteness and importance 
of the national literature — Why it has ..ot 
eudui-ed 

CHAPTER III 
dTfie Conguc. 

1. Chaucer — His education — His political and social 

life — Wherein his talent was serviceable — He 
paints the second feudal society 

zi. How the middle age deaerated — Decline of the 
serious element in manners, books, and works of 
art — Need of excitement — ^Analogies of archi- 
tecture and literature 


I'AUK 

121 

138 


145 

170 

171 



CONTENTS. 


PAOI 

dl Wherein Chaucer bclonga to the middle-age — 
^loniantic aud ornamental pociiia — Roman dt 
hi Rose — Troilus and Oremda — Ganterbury Tales 
— Order of description and events — The House of 
Fame — Fanfcustic dreams and visions — Love 
poems — Troiltts and (TrewMlff— E.vaggerated de- 
velopment of love in the inuhlle age — Why the 
mind took this path — Mystic love — The B'lower 
and the Leaf — Sensual love — Troilus awl Oressida 173 

IV. " Wherein Chaucer is French — Satirical and jovial 

poems — Gauterbw'y Tales — The IVife of Bath and 
marriage — The mendicant friar and religion — 
Budoonery, waggeiy, aud coai-seness in the 
middlc-age . . . . . . .193 

V. Wherein Chaucer was English and original — Idea 

of character and iiidividmil — Van Eyck and 
Chaucer contemporary — Prologue to Gaulerbury 
Tales — Portraits of the franklin, monk, mUler, 
citizen, knight, squire, prioress, the good clerk — 
Connection of events and characters — General 
idea — Importance of the same — Chaucer a pre- 
cursor of the Reformation — He halts by the way 
— Tediousness and Childishness — Causes of this 
feebleness — His prose, aud scholastic notion — 

How he is isolated in his age .... 203 

71. Connection of philosophy and poetry — How general 
notions failed under the scholwtic philosophy — 

Why poetry failed — Comparison of civilisation 
and decadence in the middle age, and iu Spun — 
Extinction of the English literature — Translators 
— ^Rhyming chroniclers — Didactic poets — Com- 
pileis of moralities — Gower — Occleve — Lydgate 
• Analogy of taste in costumes, buildings, and 
literature — Sad notion of fate, and human misery 
— Hawes — Barclay — Skelton — Elements of the 
Reformation aud of the Renaissance . 213 



CONTENTS. 


zii 


BOOK IL--THE HENA.JSSANOB. 

CHAPTER r. 

ULije iSagan Eenaiasance. 

§ 1. Mannkrs of thk Timk. 

I. Idea which men had fanned of the world, since the 

dissolntion of the ohl society — How' and why 
human inventiveness reapi^ears — The fonn of the 
. spirit of the Renaissance — The representation of 
ohjects is imitative, characteristic, and complete 

II. Why the ideal changes — Improvement of the state 

of man in Europe — In England — Peace — In- 
d nstry — Commerce — Pasturage — Agriculture — 
Grow’th of public wealth — Buildings and funii> 
ture — The palace, meals and habits — Court 
pageantries — Celebrations under Elizabeth — 
Masques under James I. . . . . 

III. Manners of the people — 'Pageants — Theatres — Vil- 

lage feasts — Pagan development 
nr. Models — The ancients — Translation and study of 
classical authors — SymiKithy for the manners and 
mythology of the ancients — The moderns — Taste 
for Italian writings and ideas — Poetry and 
painting in Italy were pagan — The ideal is the 
strong and happy man, limited by the present 
life 


§ 2. Poetry. 

L The English Renaissance is the Renaissance of the 

Saxon genius 

n The forerunners— The Earl of Surrey — His feudal 
and chivalrous life — His English individual 


PAOI 

227 


230 

239 


243 

260 



CONTENTS. 


rAoe 

character — His serious aud melancholy poems — 

His conception of inward love . 250 

His style— His mastere, Petrarch and Virgil — His 
progress, power, precocious perfhetiou — Birth of 
art — Weaknesses, imitation, rcscai-ch — Art in- 
complete ... ... 25C 

Growth aud completion of art — JHuphues aud fashion 
— Style and spirit of the Renaissance — Copious- 
ness and irregularity — How manners, style, and 
spirit correspond — Sir Philip Sydney — His edu- 
cation, life, character — His learning, gravity, 
generosity, forcible expression — The Araulin — 
Exaggeration and mannerism of sentiments aud 
style — Defence of Pomu — Eloquence aud energy — 

His sonnets — ^Wherein Hie body and the jiassions 
of the Renaissance difler from those of the 
moderns — Sensual love — Mystiwd love . . 25U 

Pastoral poetry — The great number of poets— Spirit 
and force of the jjoetry — State of mind which 
produces it — Love of the coiuitry — Reappearance 
of the ancient gods — Enthusiasm for beauty — 

Picture of ingenuous aud happy love— Shaks- 
peare, Jonsoii, Fletcher, Drayton, Marlowe, 
Wai'iicr, Breton, Lodge, Greene — How the traus- 
fomiation of the people transforms art .276 

Ideal poetry — Spenser — His life — His citarapter — 

His platonism — His Hymn* of lovt and beauty — 
Copiousness of his imagination — How far it was 
suited for the epic — Wherein it was allieil to the 
**fa9rU ” — His tentativ (» — SheplrnfFs Calendar — 

His short poems — His masterpiece — The FtOrie 
Queene — His epic is allegorical aud yet life-like — 

It embraces Christian chivalry aud the Pagan 
Olympus — ^How it combines these . . . 289 



CONTENTS. 


xiv 

VII. The FaSrie Queene — Im]) 08 sible events — How they 
appear natural — Belphoeibe and Clirysogonp — F^iy 
and gigantic pictures and landscapes — 'Why they 
must be so — The cave of Mammon, and tiie 
gardens of Acrasia — How Spenser composesT— 
Wherein the art of the Renaissance is complete 


§ i. Prose. 

L Limit of the poetry — Changes in society and manners 

— How the return to nature becomes an appeal 
to the seases — Corresponding changes in poetry — 
How agreeableness replaces energy — How pretti- 
ness replaces the Ijeautifiil — Refinements — 
Carew, Suckling, Herrick — Affectation — Quarles, 
Herbert, Babington, Donne, Cowley — Beginning 
of the classic style, and drawing-room life 

u. How poetry passed into prose — Connection of science 
and art — In Italy — In England — How the 
triumph of nature develops the exercise of the 
natural reason — Scliolars, historians, speakera, 
compiler, politicians, antiquaries, philosopher .s, 
theologians-r-The abundance of talent, and the 
rarity of fine works — Superfiuoiisness, punctili- 
ousness, and pedantry of the style — Originality, 
precision, energy, and richness of the style — 
How, unlike the classiciU writers, they represent 
the individual, not the idea .... 

iiL Robert Bui*ton — His life and character — Vastness 
and confusion of his acquirements — His subject, 
the Anatomy oj Melancholy — Scholastic divisions 
— Medley of moral and medical science 

IV. Sir Thomas Browne — His talent — His imagination 
is that of a North-man — ffydriotofhia, BeUgio 


PAOK 


300 


321 


330 


336 



CONTENTS. 


XV 


PAGB 

Moduli — His ideas, curiosity, and doubts belong 
to the age of the Keuaissance — Pseudodoxia — 
£ffects*of this activity ami this direction of the 
public mind 343 

V, Francis Bacon — His talent — His originality — Oon- 
centratioii and brightness of his style — Compari- 
sons and aphorisms — The Essays — His style not 
argumentative, but intuitive — His practical good 
sense — Turning-point of his philosophy — The 
object of science is the amelioration of the 
condition of man — New Atlantis — The idea is in 
accordance with the state of aftairs and the spirit 
of the times — It completes the Renaissance — It 
introduces a new method — The Organum — 

Where Bacon stopped — Limits of the spirit of 
the age — How the concei)tiun of the world, 
which had been i)oetic, became mechanical — 

How the Renaissance ended in the establishment 
of positive science . 347 

CHAPTER II. 

- Eiit 

I. The public — The stage 360 

II. Manners of the sixteenth century — Violent and 

complete expansion of nature .... 363 

[ii. English manners — Expansion of the energetic and 

gloomy character 373 

(V. The poets — General harmony between the character 

of a poet and that of his age — Nash, Decker, 
Kydj'Peele, Lodge, Greene — Their condition and 
life — Marlowe — His life — His works— Tiwniar- 



ivf 


CONTENTS. 


PAW 

ZattM— Tlie Jew of Malta — Edward II. — Fanstus • 
— His conception of man . • . 380 

V Fonnatiou of this drama — The process and charac- 
ter of this art — Imitative sympathy, which 
depicts by oxpicssive examples — Contrast of 
classical and Germanic art — Psychological con- 
struction and proper sphere of these two arts 397 

71. Male characters — Furious passions — Tragical events 
— Exjiggerated characters — The Duke of Milan by 
Miissiuger — Annahelh — Webster’s 
of Malji and Vitlonu Cuiomlona — Female charac- 
ters — Germanic idea of love and marriage — 
Euphnisia, Bianca, Ajethusa, Ordella, Aspiisia 
Amoret, in Beaumont and Fletcher — Penthea in 
Ford — Agreement of the moral and physical typo 404 


PORTRAITS. 


Edmund Spenser ... 

. Frmtispiece 

Geoffrey Chaucer ... 

. 142 

Sir Philip Sidney .*.... 

. 26*2 

Robert Herrick 

. 324 

Sir Thomas Browne 

. 344 

Francis Bacon 

. 348 

Francis Beaumont 

. 418 

John Fletcher 

. 428 



INTRODUCTION. 


The historian might placo himself for a given period, say a series of ages, 
. or in the human sonl, or witii some particular people ; he might 
study, desciibe, relate, all the events, all the transformations, all the 
revolutions which had Ixicn accomplished in the internal man ; and 
when he had finished his work, he would have a history of civilisa- 
tion amongst the people and in the period he had selected. — Guizot, 
CiviUaation in Ewn^, p 26 . 

History has been transfonned, within a hundred years 
in Germany, within sixty years in France, and that by 
the study of their literatures. 

It was perceived that a literary work is not a mere 
individual play of imagination, the isolated caprice of 
an excited brain, but a transcript of contempoiury 
manners, a manifestation of a certain kind of mind. It 
was' concluded that we might recover, from the monu- 
ments of literature, a knowledge of the manner in which 
men thought and felt centuries ago. The attempt was 
'made, and it succeeded. 

Pondering on these modes of feeling and thought, 
men decided tliat they were facts of tlie highest kind. 
They saw that these facts bore reference to the most 
important occurrences, that they explained and were 
explained by them, that it was necessary thenceforth 
to give them a rank, and a most important rank, in his- 
tory. This rank they have received, and from that 
moment history has undergone a complete change : in 
its stthjeot-mattor, its system, its machinery, the appro- 

voi* 1. B 
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elation of laws and of causes. It is this change, such 
as it is and must be, that we shall here endeavonr to 
exhibit. 

1 . 

What is your first remark on turning over the great, 
stiff leaves of a folio, the yellow sheets of a manuscript, 
— a poem, a code of laws, a confession of faith ? This, 
you say, did not come iuio existence all alone. It is but 
a mould, like a fossil shell, an imprint, like one of those 
shapes embossed in stone by an animal which lived and 
perished. Under the shell there was an animal, and 
behind the document there was a man. Why do you 
study the shell, except to bring before you the animal ? 
So you study the document only to know the man. The 
shell and the document are lifeless wrecks, valuable only 
as a clue to the entire and living existence. We must get 
hold of this existence, endeavour to re-create it. It is a 
mistake to study the document, as if it were isolated. 
This were to treat things like a simple scholar, to fall 
into the error of the bibliomaniac. Neither mythology 
nor languages exist in themselves ; but only men, who 
arrange words and imagery according to the necessities 
of tlieir oigans and the original bent of their intellects. 
A dogma is nothing in itself ; look at the people who 
have made it, — a portrait, for instance, of the sixteenth 
century, say the stem powerful face of an English arch* 
bishop or martyr. Nothing exists except through seme 
individual man ; it is this individual with whom we 
must become acquainted. When we have established 
the parentage of dogmas, or the classification of poems> 
or the progress of constitutions, or the transformation of 
idioms, we have only cleared the soil ; genuine histcoy 
is brought into existence only when the historian begins 
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to jmiavd, across the lapse of time, the living man. 
toiling, impassioned, entrenched in his customs, with 
his voice and features, his gestures and his dress, distinct 
and complete as he from whom we have just parted in 
the street Let us' endeavour, then, to annihilate as 
far as possible this great interval of time, which prevents 
us from seeing man with our eyes, with the eyes of our 
head. What have we under the fair glazed pages of a 
modem poem ? A modem poet, who has studied and 
toavelled, a man like Alfred de Musset, Victor Hugo, 
Lamartine, or Heine, in a black coat and ^oves, wel- 
comed by the ladies, and making every evening his fifty 
bows and his score of bon-mots in society, reading the 
papers in the morning, lodging as a rule on a second 
floor ; not over gay, because he has nerves, and especi- 
ally because, in this dense democracy where we choke 
one another, the discredit of the dignities of ofQce has 
exaggerated his pretensions while increasing his im- 
portance, and because the keenness of his feelings in 
general disposes him somewhat to believe himself a 
deity. This is what we take note of under modem 
Meditations or Sonnets. Even so, under a tragedy of 
the seventeenth century we have a poet, like Bacine 
for instance, elegant, staid, a courtier, a fine talker, 
with a majestic wig and ribboned shoes, at heart a 
royalist and a Christian, who says, God has been so 
gracious to me, that in whatever company I find my* 
self 1 never have occasion to blush for the gospel or the 
king clever at entertaining the prince, and rendering 

. * kTiuy Wolktonecraft, in her Sialorteal mud MordL View of the 
Frm^ JUvelutUya^ p. 25, says, in quoting this passage^ What could 
W expected from t^ courtier who could write in these terms to Madsme 
de Maintenon.'’~TB. 
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for hiin into good French the " old French of Amyo4i 
very respectful to the great, always " knowing Ms place;" 
as assiduous and reserved at Marly as* at Versailles, 
amidst the regular pleasures of polished and ornate 
nature, amidst the salutations, graces, airs, and fopperies 
of the braided lords, who rose early in the morning to 
obtain the promise of 1)eing appointed to some office in 
case of the death of ti^e present holder, and amongst 
charming ladies who count their genealogies on their 
fingers in order to obtain the right of sitting down in the 
presence of the King or Queen. On that head consult 
St. Simon and the engravings of P^relle, as for the 
present age you have consulted Balzac and the water- 
colours of Eugene I.iami. Similarly, when we read a 
Greek tragedy, oui‘ first care should be to realise to 
ourselves the Greeks, tliat is, the men who live half 
naked, in the gymnasia, or in the public squares, under 
a glowing sky, face to face with the most beautiful .and 
the most noble landscapes, bent on making their bodies 
lithe and strong, on conversing, discussing, voting, oaiiy- 
ing on patriotic piracies, nevertheless la^ and temperate, 
with three urns for their furniture, two anchovies in a 
jar of oil for their food, waited on by slaves, so as to 
give them leisure to cultivate their understanding and 
exercise their limbs, with no desii’e beyond that of having 
the most beautifhl town, the most beautiful processions, 
the most beautiful ideas, the most beautiful men. On 
this subject, a statue such as the Meleager or the Theseus 
of the Parthenon, or still more, the sight of the Mediter- 
ranean, blue and lustrous as a silken tunic, and the island 
that stud it with their^massive marble outlines r add 
to these twenty select phrases fmm Plato and Aristo* 
phanes, and they will teach you mueh more than a multi- . 
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tuj}e of dissertations and commentaries And so again, in 
order to understand an Indian Parana, begin by imagin- 
ing to yourself the father of a family, who, " having seen 
a son on his son’s knees,” retires, according to the law, 
into solitude, with an axe and a pitcher under a banyan 
tree, by the brook-side, talks no more, adds fast to 
fast, dwells naked between four fires, and under that 
terrible sun, which devours and renews without end 
all things living ; who, for weeks at a time, fixes his 
ima^ation first upon the feet of Brahma, next upon 
his knee, next upon his thigh, next upon his navel, 
and so on, until, beneath the strain of this intense 
meditation, hallucinations begin to appear, until all 
the forms of existence, mingled and transformed the 
one with the other, quaver before a sight dazzled and 
giddy, until the motionless man, catching in his breath, 
with fixed gaze, beholds the universe vanishing like a 
smoke in the \miversal void of Being into which he 
hopes to be absorbed. To this end a voyage to India 
would be the best instructor ; or for want of bettei’, 
th^ accounts of travellers, books of geography, botany, 
ethnology, will serve their turn. In each case the 
search must be the same. Language, legislation, 
creeds, are only abstract things: the complete thing 
is the man who acts, the man corporeal and visible, 
who eats, walks, fights, laboiu^. Leave aside the 
theory and the mechanism of constitutions, religions 
and their systems, and try to see men in their work- 
shops, in their offices, in their fields, with their sky 
and soil, their houses, their dress, cultivations, meals, 
as yon do when, landing in England or Italy, you kiok 
at faces ftnd motions, roads and inns, a citizen taking 
bis walk, a workman drinking. Our great care should 
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be to supply as much as possible the want of preset, 
personal, direct, and sensible observation vliioh we can 
uo longer practise ; for it is the only means of knowing 
men. Let us make the past present : in .order to judge 
of a thing, it must be before us ; there is no experience in 
respect of what is absent. Doubtless this reconstruct 
tion is always incomplete ; it can produce only incom- 
plete judgments ; but tliat we cannot help. It is better 
to have an imperfect knowledge than none at all ; and 
there is no other means of acquainting ourselves ap- 
proximately with the events of other days, than to see 
approximately the men of other days. 

This is the first step in history ; it was made in 
Europe at the revival of imagination, toward the dose 
of the last century, by Lessing and Walter Scott ; a little 
later in France, by Chateaubriand, Augustin Thierry, 
Miclielet, and others. And now for the second step. 

II. 

When you consider with your eyes the visible man, 
what do you look>for ? The man invisibla The words 
whidi enter your ears, the gestures, the motions of his 
head, the dothes he wears, visible acts and deeds of 
every kind, are expressions merely ; somewhat is revealed 
beneath them, and that is a soul. An inner man is con- 
cealed beneath the outer man; the second does but 
reveal the first. You look at his house, fuiniture, dress ; 
and that in order to discover in them the marks of bis 
habits and tastes, the degree of his refinement or 
rustidty, his extravagance or his economy, his stupidi^ 
or his acuteness. You listen to his conversation, and 
you note the inflexions of his voice, the changes in hiS 
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attitudes ; and that in older to judge of his vivacity, his 
self-foigetfulness or Ms gaiety, his eneigy or his con- 
straint. You* consider his writings, his aitistio produc- 
tions, his business transactions or political ventures; 
and that in oixler to measure the scope and Umits of 
Ms intelligence, Ms inventiveness, his coolness, to find 
out the order, ^tlie character, the general force of his 
ideas, the mode in which he thinks and resolves. AH 
these externals are but avenues converging towards a 
centre; you enter them simply in order to reach that 
centre ; and that centre is the genuine man, I mean 
that mass of faculties and feelings which are the inner 
man. We have reached a new world, which is infinite, 
because every action wMch we see involves an infinite 
association of reasonings, emotions, sensations new and 
old, wMch have served to bring it to Hglit^ and wMch, 
like great rocks deep-seated in the ground, find in it 
their end and their level. TMs underworld is a new 
subject-matter, proper to the historian. If Ms critical 
education is sufficient, he can lay bare, under every 
detail of oroMtecture, every stroke in a picture, every 
plirase in a writing, the special sensation wJience detail, 
stroke, or phrase had issue ; he is present at the drama 
wMch was enacted in the soul of artist or writer ; the 
choice of a word, the brevity or length of a sentence, the 
nature of a metaphor, the accent of a verse, the devel- 
opment of an argument — everything is a symbol to 
Mm ; while Ms eyes read the text, Ms soul and mind 
pursue the continuous development and the everchanging 
succession of the emotions and conceptions out of which 
the text has sprung: in short, he works out its psychology, 
.l^.you would observe this operation, consider the origin- 
ator and model of all grand contemporary culture, Goetha 



8 


INTRODUCTION. 


who, before writi^ IjpMgema, employed day after da^iu 
making drawings' of the most finished statues,»and who 
at last, his eyes filled with the noble forms of ancient 
sceneiy, his mind penetrated by the harmonious loveli- 
ness of antique life, succeeded in reproducing so exactly 
in himself tlie habits and peculiarities of the Greek 
imagination, that he gives us almost the twin sister of 
the Antigone of Sophoclos, and the goddesses of Phidias. 
This precise and proved interpretation of past sensa- 
tions has given to history, in our days, a second birth ; 
hardly anything of the sort was known to tlie preceding 
century. They thought men of every race and century 
were all but Identical ; the Greek, the barbarian, the 
Hin(hto, the man of the Renaissance, and the man of 
the eighteenth century, as if they had been turned out 
of a common mould ; and all in conformity to a certain 
abstract conception, which served for the whole human 
race. They knew man, but not men ; they had not 
penetrated to the soul ; they had not seen the infinite 
diversity and marvellous complexity of souls; th^ did 
not know that the moral constitution of a people or an 
age is as particular and distinct as the physical structure 
of a family of plants or an order of animals. Now-^- 
days, history, like zoology, has found its anatomy ; and 
whatever the branch of history to which you devote your- 
self, philology, linguistic lore, mythology, it is by these 
means you must strive to produce new fruit Amid 
so many writers who, since the time of Herder, Ottfried 
Miller, and Goethe, have continued and still . improve 
this great method, let the reader consider only two his- 
torians and two works, Carlyle's CromveU, and Saints^ 
Beuve’s Port-Boyal: he will see with what fairnessi 
exactness, depth of insight, a man may discover a sofil 
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bepeath its actions and its works ; how behind the old 
general, in place of a vulgar hypocritical schemer, we re- 
cover a man* troubled with the obscure reveries of a 
melancholic imagination, but with practical instincts and 
faculties, English to the core, strange and incomprehen- 
sible to one who has not studied the climate and the race ; 
how, with about a hundred meagie letters and a score of 
mutilated speeches, we may follow him from Ids farm 
and team, to the general’s tent and to the Protector’s 
throne, in his transmutation and development, in Ids 
pricks of conscience and Ids political sagacity, until the 
machinery of his mind and actions becomes visible, and 
the inner tragedy, ever changing and renewed, which 
exercised tins great, darkling soul, passes, like one of 
Shakspeare’s, through the soul of the looker-on. He 
will see (in the other case) how, behind the squabbles 
of the monastery, or the contumacies of nuns, he may 
dud & great province of human psychology ; how about 
fifty characters, that had been buried under the uni- 
formity of a circumspect narrative, reappear in the light 
of 'day, each with its own speci^ty and its countless 
diversities ; how, beneath theological disquisitions and 
monotonous sermons, we can unearth the beatings of 
living hearts, the convulsions and apathies of monastic 
life, the unforeseen reassertions and wavy turmoil of 
nature, the inroads of surrounding worldliness, the inter- 
mittent victories of giace, with such a variety of lights 
and shades, that the most exhaustive description and the 
most e3a§tic style can hardly gather the inexhaustible 
harvest^ which the critic has caused to spring up on this 
abandoned field. And so it is throughout Germany, 
with its genius so pliant, so comprehensive, so apt for 
teansfimnatlon, so well calculated to reproduce the most 
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remote and anomaLous conditions of liuman thought ; 
England, with its intellect so precise, so well ealculated 
to grapple closely with moral questions, to render them 
exact by hgures, weights and measures, geography, statis- 
tics, by quotation and by common sense ; France, with 
her Parisian culture, with her drawing-room manners, 
with her untiring analysis of characters and actions, her 
irony so ready to hit upon a weakness, her finesse so 
practised in the discrimination of shades of thought; — 
all have worked the same eoU, and we begin to under- 
stand that there is no region of history where it is not 
imperative to till this deep level, if we would see a 
serviceable harvest rise between the furrows. 

This is the second step ; we are in a fair way to its 
completion. It is tlie fit work of the contemporary 
critic. No one has done it so justly and grandly as 
Sainte-Beuve : in this respect we are all his pupils ; his 
method has revolutionised, in our days, in books, and 
oven in newspapers, every kind of literar}% of philosophi- 
cal and religious criticism. From it we must set out in 
order to begin the further development I have more 
than once endeavoured to indicate this development; 
there is here, in iiiy mind, a new path open to history 
and I will try to describe it more in detail. 

, TIL 

When you have observed and noted in man one, 
two, three, then a multitude of sensations, does this 
suffice, or does your knowledge appear complete ? Is 
Psychology only a series of observations? No; here 
as elsewhere we must search olit the causes after we 
have collected the facts. No matter if the facts be 
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physical OT moralj they all have their causes ; there is 
a cause /or ambition, for courage, for truth, as there 
is for digestion, for muscular movement, for animal 
heat Vice and virtue are products, like vitriol and 
sugar ; and every complex phenomenon arises from other 
more simple phenomena on which it hangs. Let us 
then seek the simple phenomena for moral qualities, as 
we seek them for physical qualities: and let us take 
the first fact that presents itself: for example, religious 
music, that of a Protestant Church. There is an inner 
cause which has turned the spirit of the faithful towai-d 
these grave and monotonous melodies, a cause broader 
than its effect ; I mean the general idea of the true, ex- 
ternal worship which man owes to God. It is this which 
lias modelled the architecture of Protestant places of 
worship, Uxrown down the statues, removed the pictures, 
destroyed the ornaments, curtailed the ceremonies, shut 
up the worshippers in high pews which prevent them 
from seeing anything, and regulated the thousand details 
of decoration, posture, and general externals. This 
again comes from another more general cause, the idea 
of human conduct in all its comprehensiveness, in- 
ternal and external, prayers, actions, duties of every 
kind which mmi owes to God ; it is this which has 
enthroned the doctrine of grace, lowered the status 
of the clergy, transformed the sacraments, suppressed 
various practices, and changed religion from a discipline 
to a morality. This second idea in its turn depends 
upon a third still more general, that of moral perfection, 
such as is met with in the perfect God, the unerring 
judge, the stem watcher of souls, before whom every 
soul is sinful, worthy of punishment, incapable of virtue 
or salvation, except by the power of conscience which 
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He calls fortli, aud the renewal of heart which He pro- 
duces. That is the master idea, which consists in 
erecting, duty into an absolute king of human life, and 
m piostrating all ideal models before a moral model. 
Here we track the root of man ; for to explain this 
conception it is necessary to consider the race itself, 
the German and Northman, the structure of his cha- 
racter and mind, his general processes of thought 
and feeling, the sluggishness and coldness of 'sensation 
which prevent his falling easily and headlong under 
the sway of pleasure, the blimtness of his taste, the 
irregularity and revolutions of his conception, which 
arrest in him the birth of fair dispositions and hannoni- 
ous forms, the disdain of appearances, the desire for truth) 
the attachment to bare and abstract ideas, which develop 
in him conscience, at the expense of all else. There 
the search is at an end ; • we have arrived at a primitive 
disposition ; at a feature peculiar to all the sensations, 
and to all the conceptions of a century or a race, at a par- 
ticularity inseparable from all the motions of his intellect 
and his heart. Here lie the grand causes, for they are 
the universal and permanent causes, present at every 
moment and in every case, everywhere and alvrays 
acting, indestructible, and finally infallibly supreme.' 
since the accidents which thwart them, being limited 
and partial, end by yielding to the dull and incessant 
repetition of their efforts ; in such a manner that the 
general structure of things, and the grand features of 
events, are their work; and religions, philosophies, 
poetries, industries, the framework of society and of 
families, are in fact only the imprints stamped ly their 
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IV. 

There is, then, a system in human sentiments and 
ideas : and thil^ system has for its motive power certain 
general traits, certain characteristics of the intellect and 
the heart cQpimou to men of one race, age, or country. 
As in mineralogy the crystals, however Averse, spring 
from certain simple physical forms, so in history, civilis- 
ations, however diverse, are derived from certain simple 
spiritual forms. The one are explained by a primitive 
geometrical element, as “the others are by a primitive 
psychological element. In order to master tiie dassih- 
cation of mineralogical systems, we must first consider 
a regular and general soUd, its sides and angles, and 
observe in this the numberless transformations of which 
it is capable. So, if you would realise the system of 
historical varieties, consider first a human soul generally, 
with its two or three fundamental faculties, and in this 
compendium you will perceive the principal forms which 
it can present After aU, this kind of ideal picture, 
geometrical as well as psychological, is not very complex, 
and WQ speedily see the limits of the outline in which 
civilisations, like ci^stals, are constrained to exist 
. What is really the mental structure of man ? Images 
or representations of things, which float within him, 
exi6t for a time, are effaced, and return again, after he 
has been looking upon a ti'ee, an animal, any visible 
object This is the subject-matter, the development 
whereof is double, either speculative er practical, accord- 
ing an tiie represeutatlons resolve themselves into a 
or an rtaohUvn. Here we have 
the whole of man in an abridgment; and in this limited 
(#de human diversities meet, sometimes in the womh 
of the primordial matter, sometime^ in the twofold 
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primordial development However minute in their 
elements, they are enormous in the aggregate, and 
the least alteration in the factors produces vast altera- 
tion in the results. According as the representa- 
tion is clear and as it were punched out or confused 
and faintly defined, according as it embraces a gp«at 
or small number of the characteristics of the object, 
according as it is violent and accompanied by impulses, 
or quiet and surrounded by calm, all the operations 
and processes of the human machine are transformed. 
So, again, according as the ulterior development of the 
representation varies, the whole human development 
varies. If the general conception in which it results 
is a mere dry notation (in Chinese fashion), language 
becomes a sort of algebra, religion and poetry dwindle, 
philosophy is reduced to a kind of moral and practical 
common sense, science to a collection of utilitorian 
formulas, classifications, mnemonics, and the whole in- 
tellect takes a positive bent If, on the contrary, the 
general representation in which the conception results 
is a poetical and figurative creation, a living symbol, as 
among the Aryan races, language becomes a sort of deli- 
cately-shaded and coloured epic poem, in which every 
word is a person, poetry and religion assume a magnifi- 
cent Und inexhaustible grandeur, metaphysics are widely 
and subtly developed, without regai'd to positive appli- 
cations ; the whole intellect, in spite of the inevitable 
deviations and shortcomings of its effort, is smitt^ 
with the beautiful and the sublime, and conceives an 
ideal capaUe by its nobleness . and its harmony >Qf 
rallying round it the tenderness and enthusiasm of the 
human race. If, again, the general conception in which 
the lepresentatioDT results is poetical but not graduated; 
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if man arrives at it not by an nninteirupted gradation, 
but by a^quick intuition ; if the original operation is 
not a regular* development, but a violent explosion, — 
then, as with the Semitic races, metaphysics are absent, 
religion conceives God only as a king solitaiy and de- 
vouring, science cannot grow, the intellect is too rigid 
and unbending to reproduce the delicate operations of 
nature, poetiy can give birth only to vehement and 
grandiose exclamations, language cannot unfold the web 
of argument and of eloquence, man is reduced to a lyric 
enthusiasm, an unchecked passion, a fanatical and limited 
action. In this interval between the particular repre- 
sentation and the universal conception are found the 
germs of the greatest human differences. Some races, 
as the classical, pass from the first to the second by a 
graduated scale of ideas, regularly arranged, and general 
by degrees ; others, as the Germanic, traverse the same 
ground by leaps, without uniformity, after vague and 
prolonged groping. Some, like the Homans and English, 
halt at the first steps; others, like the Hindoos and 
Germans, mount to tlie last If, again, after consider- 
ing the passage from the representation to ihe idea, we 
consider that from the representation to the resolution, 
we find elementoi'y differences of tlie like importance 
and the like order, according as the impression is sharp, 
.as in southern climates, or dull, as in northern ; accord- 
ing as it results in instant action, as among barbarians, 
or, slowly, as in civilised nations ; as it is capable or not 
of growth, inequality, pe^stence, and relationa The 
whole network of human passions, the chances of peace 
and public security, the sources of labour and action, 
spring from hence. Such is the case with all primoidia] 
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and we may compare them to those cdgebittical formulas 
which, in a narrow limit, contain in advance the whole 
curve of which they form the law. Nfol? that this law 
is aluays developed to its -issue ; there are perturbing 
forces ; but when it is so, it is not that the law was false, 
but that it was not single. Xew elements become 
mingled with the old ; great forces from without counter- 
act the primitive. Tho race emigrates, like the Aryan, 
and tlie change of dimate has altered in its case the 
whole economy, intelligence, and organisation of society. 
The people has been conquered, like the Saxon nation, 
and a new political structure has imposed on it customs, 
capacities, and inclinations which it had not The 
nation has installed itself in the midst of a conquered 
people, downtrodden and threatening, like the ancient 
Spartans; and the necessity of living like troops in 
tlie held has violently distorted in an unique direction 
the whole moral and social constitution. In each case, 
the mechanism of human history is the same. We 
continually hnd, as the original mainspring, some^ very 
general disposition of mind and soul, innate and ap- 
pended by nature* to the race, or acquired and produced 
by some circumstance acting upon the race. These 
mainsprings, once admitt^, produce their effect gradu-*' 
ally : I mean that after some centuries they bring the 
nation into a new .condition, religious, literary, social, 
economic ; a new condition which, combined with their 
renewed effort, produces another condition, sometimes 
good, sometimes bad, sometimes slowly, sometimes 
quickly, and so forth ; ao- that we may leg^ the whdlo 
progress of each distinct civilisation as the effect of a 
permanent force which, at every stage, varies its opera- 
tion by modifying the circtunstances o^ its action. 
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V. 

Three different sources contribute to produce this 
elementary nmral state — race, subroundings, and 
EPOCH. Ti^at we call the race are the innate and here- 
ditary dispositions which man brings with him into the 
world, and which, as a rule, are united with the marked 
differences in the temperament and structure of the body. 
They vary with various peoples. There is a uatursd 
variety of men, as of oxen and horses, some brave and 
int^gent, some timid and dependent, some capable of 
superior conceptions and creations, some reduced to rudi- 
mentary ideas and inventions, some more specially fitted 
to special works, and gifted more richly with particular 
instincts, as we meet with species of dogs better favoured 
than others, — ^these for coursing, those for fighting, those 
for hunting, these again for house dogs or shepherds’ 
dog&.’ We have here a distoct force, — so distinct, that 
amidst the vast deviations which the other two motive 
forces produce m liim, one can recognise it stOl ; and a 
race, like the old Aryans, scattered from the Ganges 
as' far as the Hebrides, settled in every clime, and 
every stage of civilisation, transformed by thirty cen- 
turies of revolutions, nevertheless manifests in its 
languages, religions, literature^' philosophies, the com- 
munity of blood and of intellect .which to this. day binds 
its o^oots together. Different as they are, their 
parenti^ is not obliterated ; barbarism, culture and 
gvaft^ differ^ces of sky and soil, fortunes good and 
bad, have laboured in vmn : the great marks of the 
origixial model have r^ained, and we find again the two 
or i^iree principal lineaments of the primitive stamp 
undameath the secondary imprints which time has laid 
upon them. There is nothing astonishing in this extro- 
VOL. L 0 
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ordinaiy tenacity. Although the vastness of the distsfice 
lets us but half perceive — and by a doubtful light — ^the 
origin of species/ the events of history sufficiently 
illumine the events anterior to history, to explain the 
almost immovable steadfastness of the primordial marks. 
When we meet with them, fifteen, twenty, thirty cen- 
turies before our era, in an Aryan, an Egyptian, a Chinese, 
they represent the work of a great many ages, perhaps 
of several myriads of centuries. For as soon as an* 
animal begins to exist, it has to reconcile itself with its 
surroundings; it breathes and renews itself, is differ* 
ently affected according to the variations in air, food, 
temperature. Different climate and situation bring it 
various needs, and consequently a different course of 
activity ; and this, again, a different set of habits and 
still again, a different set of aptitudes and instmcts. 
Man, forced to accommodate himsdf to circumstances, 
contracts a temperament and a character corresponding 
to them ; and liis character, like his temperament, is 
so much more stable, as the external impression is made 
upon hiTTi by more numerous repetitions, and 's trans- 
mitted to his progeny by a more ancient descent. So 
that at any moment we may consider the character of 
a people as an abridgment of all its preceding actions 
and sensations ; that is, as a quantity and as a weight 
not infinite,^ since everything in nature is finite, but 
dispropdrtioned to the rest, and almost impossible to 
lift since every moment of an almost infinite past has 
contributed to increa^ it, and because, in order tq raise 
the scale, one must place in the opposite scale a still 
greateir number of actions and sensations. Such is the 

1 Darwin, The Origin of Speoiea. Frosper Luoaf^ de PSIgridM. 

* Spinoza, Hihiee, Put iv. axiom. 



INTRODUOTION. 


19 


fint and richest source of these master-faculties from 
which historical events take their rise ; and one sees 
at the outset, *that if it be powerful, it is because this 
is no simple spring, but a kind of lake, a deep reservoir 
wherein other springs have, for a multitude of centuries, 
dischaiged their several streams. 

Having thus outlined the interior structure of a race, 
we must consider the surroundings in which it exists. 
For man is not alone in the world ; nature surrounds 
him; and his feUow-men surround liim; accidental 
and secondary tendencies overlay his primitive ten- 
dencies, and physical or social circumstances disturb 
or confirm the character committed to their charge. 
Sometimes the climate has* had its effect. Though we 
can follow but obscurely the Aryan peoples from their 
common fatherland to their final settlements, we can yet 
assert that the profound differences which are manifest 
between the German races on the one side, and the 
Greek and Latin on the other, arise for the most part 
from the difference between the countries in which they 
are settled : some in cold mout lands, deep in rugged 
marshy forests or on the shores of a wild ocean, beset 
hy mdancholy or violent sensations, prone to drunken- 
ness and gluttony, bent on a fighting, blood-spilling 
life ; others, again, within the loveliest landscapes, on a 
bright and pleasant sea-coast, enticed to navigation and 
commerce, exempt from gross cravings of the stomach, 
inclined from tlie beginning to social ways, to a set^ed 
organisation of tlie state, to feelings and dispositions 
such as develop the art of oratory, the talent for enjoy- 
ment, the inventions of science, lettem, arts. Sometimes 
the state policy has been at work, as in the two Italian 
civilisations : the first wholly turned to action, conquest. 
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govemment, legialatioii, on account of the original eite 
of its city of refuge, its border-land emporium, •its armed 
aristocracy, who, by importing and drilling strangers and 
conquered, created two hostile armies, having no escape 
froih its internal discords and its greedy instincts but 
in systematic warfare ; the other, shut out iix)m unity 
and any great poUticai ambition by the stability of its 
municipal character, the cosmopolitan position of its 
pope, and the military intervention of neighbouring 
nations, directed by the whole bent of its magnificent 
and harmonious genius towards the worship of pleasure 
and beauty. Sometimes the social conditions have 
impressed their mark, as eighteen centuries ago by 
Christianity, and twenty-five centuries ago by Buddhism, 
when around the Mediterranean, as well as in Hindostan, 
the extreme results of Aryan conquest and civilisation 
induced intolerable oppression, the subjugation of the 
individual, utter despair, the thought that the world was 
cursed, with the development of metaphysics and myth, 
so that man in this dungeon of mise^, feeling his heart 
softened, begot the idea of abnegation, charity, tender 
love, gentleness, humility, brotherly love — there, in a 
notion of universal nothingness, here under the Father- 
hood of God. Look around you upon the regulating in- 
stincts and faculties implanted in a race — in short, the 
mood of intelligence in which it thinks and acts at the 
present time : you w'ill discover most often the work of 
some one of these prolonged situations, these surrounding 
circumstances, persistent and gigwtic pressures, brought 
to bear upon an aggregate of men who, singly and to- 
gether, from generation to generation, are Oontinttally 
moulded and modelled by the^ action ; in Spain, a 
crusade against the Mussulmans whifdi lasted eight cen- 



INTRODUOTION. 


tuiies« protracted even beyond and until the exhaustion 
of the nation by the exp^sion of the Moors, the spoli- 
ation of the JiBWs, the establishment of the Inquisition, 
tlie Catholic wars ; in England, a political establishment 
of eight centuries, which keeps a mw erect and respect- 
ful, in independence and obedience, and accustoms him 
to strive unitedly, under the authority of the law ; in 
France, a Latin organisation, which, imposed first upon 
dociLe barbarians, then shattered in the universal crash, 
was' reformed from within imder a lurking conspiracy of 
the national instinct, was developed under hereditary 
kings, ends in a sort of levelling republic, centralised, 
administrative, under dynasties exposed to revolution. 
These are the most efficacious of the visible causes which 
mould the primitive man : they are to nations what 
'education, career, condition, abode, are to individuals ; 
and they seem to comprehend everything, since they 
comprehend all external powers which mould lumian 
matter, and by which the external acts on the internal. 

'There is yet a third rank of causes ; for, with Uie 
forces within and without, there is the work which they 
have already produced together, and this work itself 
cpntiibutes to produce that which follows. Beside the 
permanent impulse and the given surroundings, there is 
the acquired momentum. When the national character 
iad surrounding circumstances operate, it is not upon 
a tabula rasa, but on a ground on which marks are 
aheady impressed. According as one takes the ground 
at one moment' or another, the imprint is different ; 
and this is the cause that the total effect is different 
donaider, for instands, -'two epochs of a literature or 
azi^ — ’French tragedy under Oomeille and under Vol-< 
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take, the Greek drama under ^cbylus and under 
Euripides, Italian painting under da Vinci and under 
Guido. Truly, at either of these two ^treme points 
the general idea has not changed ; it is always* the 
same human type wliich is its subject of representation 
or painting ; the mould of verse, the structure of the 
drama, the form of body has endured. But among 
several differences tliere is this, that the one artist is 
the precursor, the other the successor ; the first has no 
model, the second has ; the first sees objects face to 
face, the second sees them through the first ; that many 
great branches of art are lost, many details are perfected, 
that simplicity and grandeur of impression have di- 
minished, pleasing and refined forms have increased, — 
in short, that the first work has influenced the second. 
Thus it is with a people as with a plant ; the same sap, 
under the same temperature, and in the same soil, pro- 
duces, at different steps of its progressive development, 
different formations, buds, flowers, fruits, seed-vessels, in 
such a manner that the one which follows mupt always 
be preceded by the former, and must spring up kom 
its death. And if now you consider no longer a brief 
epoch, as our own time, but one of those wide intervals 
which embrace one or more centuries, like the middle 
ages, or our last classic age, the conclusion will be 
similar. A certain dominant idea has had sway ; men, 
for two, for five hundred years, have taken to themselves 
a certain ideal model of man : in the middle ages, the 
knight and the monk ; in our classic age, the courtier, 
the man who speaks well. This creative and universal 
idea is displayed over the whole fidd of action and 
thought; and after covering the whrld with its involun- 
.taiily i^stematic works, it has faded, it has died away, 
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and lo, a new idea springs up, destined to a like 
domination, and as manifold creations. And here 
remember thait the second depends in part upon the 
first, and that the first, uniting its effect with those of 
national genius and surrounding circumstances, imposes 
on each new creation its bent and direction. The 
great historical currents are formed after this law — the 
long dominations of one intellectual pattern, or a 
master idea, such as the period of spontaneous creations 
called the Eenaissahce, or the period of oratorical 
models called the Classical Age, or the series of mystical 
systems called the Alexandrian and Christian eras, or 
the series of mythological efflorescences which we meet 
with in the infancy of the German people, of the Indian 
and the Greek. Here as elsewhere we have but a 
mechanical problem ; the total effect is a result, depend- 
ing entirely on the magnitude and direction of the 
producing causes. The only difference which separates 
these moral problems from physical ones is, that the 
magnitude and direction cannot be valued or computed 
in 'the first as in the second. If a need or a faculty is 
a quantity, capable of degrees, like a pressure or a 
weight, this quantity is not measurable like the pressure 
or the weight. ' 'We cannot define it in an exact or 
approximative formula ; we cannot have more, or give 
more, in respect of it, than a literary impression ; we 
are limited to marking and quoting the salient points 
by which it is manifested, and which indicate apprexi- 
matdy and roughly the part of the scale which is its 
position. But though the means of notation are not 
tlie same in the moral and physical sciences, yet as in 
both the matter is the same, equally made up of forces, 
magnitudes, and directions, we may say that in both. 
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the final lesult is produced after the same method. • It 
is great or small, as the fundamental forcestare great 
or small and act more or less exactly in the same sense, 
according, as the distinct effects of race, circumstance, 
and epoch combine to add the one to the other, or to 
annul one another. Thus are explained the long 
impotences and the brilliant triumphs which make their 
appearance irregularly a?id without visible cause in the 
life of a people ; they are caused by internal concords 
or contrarieties. There was such a concord when in 
' the seventeenth century the sociable character and the 
conversational aptitude, innate in France, encountered 
the drawing-room manners and the epoch of oratorical 
analysis j when in the nineteenth century the profound 
and pliant genius of Germany encountered the age of 
philosophical systems and of cosmopolitan criticism. 
There was such a contrariefy^ when in the seventeenth 
century the harsh and lonely English genius tried 
blunderingly to adopt a new-born politeness ; when in 
the sixteenth century the lucid and prosaic Fzsench 
spirit tried vainly to bring forth a living poetry. That 
hidden concord of* creative forces produced the finished 
urbanity and the noble and regular literature under 
Louis XIV. and Bossuet, Hie grand metaphysics and 
broad critical sympathy of Hegel and Goethe. That 
hidden contrariety of creative forces produced the* im- 
perfect literature, the scandalous comedy, the abortive 
drama under Dryden and Wycherley, the feeble Greek 
importations, the groping elaborate efforts, the scant 
half-graces under Eonsard and the Pleiad. So mudi 
we can say with confidence, that the unknown creations 
towards which the current of the oentuiies eonducta us, 
will be raised up and regulated altogether by Hie Hiree 
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priiuoidial forces ; that if these forces could be measured 
and computed, we might deduce fh)m them as fium a 
formula the diaxacteristics of future civilisation; and 
that if, in spite of the evident crudeness of our nota- 
tions, and the fundamental inexactness of our measures, 
we try now to form some idea of our general destiny, 
it is upon an examination of these forces that we must 
base our prophecy. For in enumemting them, we 
traverse the complete circle of the agencies; and when we 
have considered race) subboundings, and epoch, which 
are the internal mainsprings, the external pressure, and 
the acquired momentum, we have exhausted not only 
the whole of the actual causes, but also the whole of 
the possible causes of motion. 


VL 


It remains for us to examine how these causes, when 
applied to a nation or an age, produce their results. 
As a spring, rising from a height and flowing downwards 
spreads its streams, according to the depth of the descent, 
stage after stage, until it reaches the lowest level of the 
soil, so the disposition of intellect or soul impressed on 
a people by race, circumstance, or epoch, spreads in 
different proportions and by regular descents, down the 
diverse orders of facts which make up its civilisation.' 
If we arrange the map of a country, starting from the 
uratershed, we And that below this common point the 
stieams are divided into five or six principal basing 

^ For this scale of co-ordinate effects^ consult Renan, La/ngwa Sfmi* 
tigwSf ch. i. ; Mommsen,'^ (kmpmiaon betv)€en Greek and Samm 
dSpaiseOhna, cb. ii. vol. i. 8d ed. ; Tooquevillc, CbnaigueMea de ta 
B/mgeraHii m Am4rigve, vol. iil 
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then each of ijhese into several secondary basins, ancb so 
on, until the whole countiy with its thousands details is 
included in the ramifications of this network. So, if 
we arrange the psychological map of the events and 
sensations of a human civilisation, we find first of all 
five or six well-defined provinces — ^religion, art, philo* 
sophy, the state, the family, the industries ; then in each 
of these provinces natural departments ; and in each of 
these, smaller territories, until we arrive at the number- 
less details of life such as may be observed within and 
around us every day. If now we examine and compare 
these diverse groups of facts, we find first of all that 
they are made up of parts, and that all have parts in 
common. Let us take fii'st the three chief works of 
human intelligence — ^religion, ai't, philosophy. What 
is a philosophy but a conception of nature and its prim- 
ordial causes, under the form of abstractions and formu- 
las ? What is there at the bottom of a religion or of 
an art but a conception of this same nature and of these 
same causes imder form of symbols more or less precise, 
and personages more or less marked; with this difference, 
that in the first we believe that they exist, in the second 
we believe that they do not exist ? Let the reader con- 
sider a few of the great creations of the intelligence m 
India, Scandinavia, Persia, Rome, di^ce, and he will 
see that, throughout, art is a kind of philosophy made 
sensible, religion a poem taken for true, philosophy an 
art and a religion dried up, and reduced to simple ideas. 
There is therefore, at the core of each of these throe 
groups, a common element, the conception of the world 
and its principles ; and if they differ among themselves, 
it is because each combines with the common, a distinct 
element : now the power of abstraction, again the power 
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to personify and to believe, and finally the power to 
personify and not believe. Let us now take the two 
chief works of *human association, the family and the 
state. What forms the state but a sentiment of obedi- 
ence, by which the many unite under the authority of a 
chief? And what forms the family but the sentiment 
of obedience by which .wife and children act under the 
direction of a father and husband ? The family is a 
natural state, primitive and restrained, as the state is 
an artificial family, ulterior and expanded; and under- 
neath the difierences arising from the number, origin, and 
condition of its members, we discover in the small society 
as in tlie great, a like disposition of the fundaments 
intelligence which assimilates and unites them. Now 
suppose that this element receives from circumstance, 
race, or epoch certain speciS marks, it is clear that all 
the groups into which it enters will be modified propor- 
tionately. If the sentiment of obedience is merely fear,^ 
you wiU find, as in most Oriental states, a brutal 
despotism, exaggerated punishment, oppression of the 
subject, servility of manners, insecurify of property, 
impoverished production, the slavery of women, and the 
customs of the harem. If tlie sentiment of obedience 
has its root in the instinct of order, sociality, and honour, 
you will find, as in France, a perfect military organ- 
isation, a fine administrative hierarchy, a want* of public 
spirit with occasional jerks of patriotism, ready docility 
of the subject with a revolutionary impatience, the 
cringing courtier with the counter-efforts of the high- 
bred' man, the refined pleasure of conversation and 
Bociefy on the one hand, and the worry at the fireside 
and among the family on the other, the equality of 
* Montesquieu, Esprit dss LoiSt Prineipes des trois aouvemsments. 
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husband and wife, the imperfection of the maxied 
state, and consequently the necessary constraint of the 
law. again, the sentiment of ob^ehce has its root 
in the instinct of subordination and the idea of duty, 
you will find, as among the Germans, security and hap- 
piness in the household, a solid basis of domestic life, a 
tardy and incomplete development of social and con- 
versational life, an innate respect for established dig- 
nities, a superstitious reverence for the past, the keep- 
ing up of social inequalities, natural and habitual regard 
for the law. So in a race, according as the aptitude for 
general ideas varies, religion, art, and philosophy vary. 
If man is naturally inclined to the widest universal con- 
ceptions, and apt to disturb them at the same time by 
the nervous delicacy of his over-sensitive organisation, 
you will find, as in India, an astonishing abundance of 
gigantic religious creations, a Rowing outgrowth of vast 
and transparent epic poems, a strange tangle of subtle 
and imaginative philosophies, all so well interwoven, 
and so penetrated wit^ a common essence, as to be 
instantly recognised, by their breadth, their u)l<M]rin^ 
and their want of order, as the products of the same 
climate and the some intelligence. If, on the other 
hand, a man naturally staid and balanced in mind 
limits of his own accord the scope of his ideas, in order 
the better to define their form, you will find, as in 
Greece) a theology of artists and tale-tellers ; distinc- 
tive gods, soon considered distinct tVom things, and 
transformed, almost at the outset, into recognised per- 
sonages; the seiitiment of universal unity aU but 
effaced, and bardy preserved in the vague notion' ^ 
Destiny ; a philosophy rather close and delicate than 
grand and systematic, with shortcomings in bjj^ieEr 
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metaphysics/ but incomparable for logic, sophistry, 
and morals ; poetiy add arts superior for dearness, art- 
lessness, just proportions, truth, and beauty, to dl that 
have ever been known. If, once more, man, reduced 
' to narrow conceptions, and deprived of all speculativo 
refinement, is at the same time altogether absorbed and 
straitened by practical occupations, you will find, as in 
Home, rudimentary deities, mere hollow names, serving 
to designate the trivial details of agriculture, generation, 
houSehdd concerns, customs about marriage, rural life, 
producing a mythology, hence a philosophy, a poetry, 
either worth nothing or borrowed. Here, as everywhere, 
the law of mutual dependence^ comes into play. A civi- 
lisation forms a body, and its parts are connected with 
each other hke the parts of an organic body. As in an 
animal, instincts, teeth, limbs, osseous structure, mus- 
cular envelope, ore mutually connected, so that a change 
in one produces a corresponding change in the rest, and 
a clever naturalist can by a process of reasoning recon- 
struct out of a few fragments j^ost the whole body ; 
even so in a civilisation, religion, philosophy, the organ- 
isation of the family, literature, the arts, make up a 
system in which every lo^ change induces a general 
drange, so that an experienced historian, studying some 
particular part of it, sees in advance and half predicts 
the character of the rest There is nothing* vague in 
this interdependence. In the living body the regulator 

' The iiexandriaii philosophy had its birth from the West 'hie 
metaphydcal notions of Aristotle are isolated ; moreover, with him as 
witlL''Blato, they are but a sketoh. By way of contrast consider the 
qwtwBatio vigooT of Plotinus, Proclus^ Schelling; and Hegel, or the 
won'derfhl boktnesa of Brahminical and Buddhistic speculation. 

* 1 have endeavoured on several occasions tb' give expression to this 
law, notably in the preface to JBsaait d* OrMgue et d’Sittofyv, 
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is> firsts its tendency to manifest a certain primaiy type ; 
then its necessity for oigans whereby to satisfy its wants 
and to be in harmony with itself in order tW it may 
Uve. In a civilisation, the regulator is the presence, in 
eveiy gi’eat human creation, of a productive dement,' 
present also in other surrounding creations, — ^to wit, 
some faculty, aptitude, disposition, effective and discern- 
ible, which, being pos sessed of its proper character, 
introduces it into all the operations in which it assists, 
and, according to its variations, causes all the works in 
which it co-operates to vary also. 

VIT. 

At this point we can obtain a glimpse of the prin- 
cipal features of human ti-ansformations, and begin to 
search for the general laws which regulate, not events 
only, but classes of events, not such and such religion 
or literature, but a group of literatui’es or religions 
If, for instance, it were admitted that a religion is a 
metaphysical poem, accompanied by belief; and remark- 
ing at the same time that there are certain epochs, 
races, and circumstances in which belief, the poetical 
and metaphysical faculty, show themselves with an 
unwonted vigour ; if we consider that Christianity and 
Buddhism were produced at periods of high philosophi- 
cal conceptions, and amid such miseries as raised up 
the fanatics of the Odvennes ; if we recognise, on the 
other hand, that primitive religions are bom at the 
awakening of human reason, during the richest blossom- 
ing of human imagination, at a time of the fairest 
artlessness and the greatest credulity ; if we consider, 
also, that Mohammedanism appeared with the dawning 
of poetic prose, and the conception of national unity, 



INTitODUOTION. 


81 


amongst a people destitute of science, at a period of 
sudden development of the intellect, — ^we might then 
conclude that*a religion is bom, declines, is reformed 
and transformed according as circumstances confirm and 
combine with more or less exactitude and force its three 
generative instincts; and we should understand why 
it is endemic in India, amidst imaginative, philosophic, 
eminently fanatic brains; why it blossomed forth so 
strangely and grandly in the middle ages, amidst an 
oppressive organisation, new tongues and literatures; 
why it was aroused in the sixteenth century with a 
new character and heroic enthusiasm, amid universal 
regeneration, and during the awakening of the German 
races ; why it breaks out into eccentric sects amid the 
coarse American democracy, and under the bureaucratic 
Bussian despotism ; why, in short, it is spread, at the 
present day, over Europe in such different dimensions 
and such various characteristics, according to the dif- 
ferwces of race and civilisation. And so for every 
kind of human production — ^£or literature, music, the 
fitLe arts, philosophy, science, the state, industries, and 
the rest Each of these has for its direct cause a moral 
disposition, or a combination of moral dispositions : the 
cause given, they appear ; the cause withdrawn, they 
vanish : the wea^ess or intensity of the cause measures 
their weakness or intensity. They are bound up with 
their causes, as a physical phenomenon with its condition, 
as the dew with the fall of the variable temperature^ 
as dilatation with heat. There are similarly connected 
data in the moral as in the physical world, as rigoroudy 
bound together, and as universally extended in the one 
aC in the other. Whatever in the one case produces, 
altera, or suppresses the first term, produces, alters, or 
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suppresses the second as a necessary conse^tieftoe. 
Whatever lowers the surrounding temperatm^, ^posits 
the dew. Whatever develops credulity side by side with 
a poetical conception of the world, engenders reiUgion. 
Thus phenomena have been produced ; thus they will 
be produced. As soon as we know the sufficient and 
necessary condition of one of these vast occurrences, 
our understanding grasps the future as well as the past. 
We can say with confidence in what circumstances it 
will reappear, foretell without presumption many por- 
tions of its future history, and sketch cautiously some 
features of its ulterior development. 

vrii. 

History now attempts, or rather is very near attempt- 
ing this method of research. The question propounded 
now-a-days is of this kind. Given a literature, philo- 
sophy, society, art, group of arts, what is the moral 
condition which produced it ? what the conditions of 
race, epoch, circumstance, the most fitted to produce 
this moral condition ? There is a distinct moral con- 
dition for each of these formations; and for each of 
their branches ; one for art in gener^, one for each 
kind of art — ^for architecture, painting, sculpture, music, 
poetry ; each has its special germ in the wide field of 
huma^ psychology ; each has its law, and it is Iqr 
virtue of this law that we see it raised, by chance, as it 
seems, wholly alone, amid the miscarriage of its neigh- 
bours, like painting in Flanders and Holland in the 
seventeenth century, poetry in England in the sixtednthf 
music in Germany in the eighteenth. At this mameht; 
and in these countries, the conditions have been ful- 
filled for one art, not for others, and a single br^cb 



IN'ERODUOTION. 


83 


hast budded in tlie general barrenness. ' History must 
search nojr-a-days for these rules of human growth ; 
with the special psycliology of each special formation it 
must occupy itself ; the finished picture of these 
characteristic conditions it must now labour to compose 
Ho task is more delicate or more difficult ; Montesquieu 
tried it, but in his time history was too new to admit 
of his success; they had not yet even a suspicion of 
the road necessary to bo travelled, and hardly now do 
we begin to catch sight of it. J list as in its elements 
astronomy is a mechanical and physiology a chemical 
problem, so history in its elements is a psychological 
problem. There is a particular system of inner im- 
pressions and operations which makes an artist, a 
believer, a musician, a painter, a man in a nomadic or 
social state; and of each the birth and growth, the 
eneigy, the connection of ideas and emotions, are differ- 
ent : each has his moral histoiy and his special structure, 
with some governing disposition and some dominant 
feature. To explain each, it' would be necessaiy to 
write a chapter of psychological analysis, and barely 
yet has such a method been rudely sketched. One 
man alone, Stendhal, with a peculiar bent of mind and 
a strange education, has undertaken it, and to this day 
the majority of readers find his books paradoxical and 
obscure : his talent and his ideas were premature ; his 
admirable divinations were not understood, any more 
than his profoimd sayings thrown out cursorily, or the 
astonishing precision of his system and of his logic. 
It was not perceived that, under 'the exterior of a con* 
versationalist and a man of the ^orld, he explained the 
most complicated of esoteric mechanisms ; that he laid 
Ids ffnger on the mainsprings ; that he introduced into 
VOL. L V 
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the history of the heart scienti^c processes^ the aft of 
notation, decomposition, deduction ; that he first marked 
the fundamental causes of nationality, climate, tempera- 
ment ; in short, that he treated sentiments as they 
should be treated, — in the manner of the naturalist, 
and of the natural philosopher, who classifies and 
weighs forces. For this very reason he was consi- 
dered dry and eccentric : he remained solitary, writing 
novels, voyages, notes, for which he sought and obtained 
a score of readers. And yet we find in his books at 
the present day essays the most suitable to open the 
path which I liave endeavoured to describe. No one 
has better taught us how to open o\ir eyes and see, to 
see first the men that surround us and the life that 
is present, then the ancient and authentic docu- 
ments, to read between the black and white lines of 
the pages, to recognise beneath the old impression, 
under the scribbling of a text, the precise sentiment, 
the movement of ideas, the state of mind in which they 
were written. In his writings, in Sainte-Beure, in the 
German critics, the reader wOl see all the we Jth tliat 
may bc drawn from a literary work • when tlie work is 
rich, and people know how to interpret it, we find 
there the psychology of a soul, frequently of an age, 
now and then of a race. In this light, a great poem, 
a fine novel, the confessions of a superior man, are 
more instructive than a heap of historians with their 
histories. I would give fifty volumes of charters and a 
hundred volumes of state papers for the memoirs of 
Cellini, the epistles of St Paul, the Table-talk of 
Luther, or the comediU of Aristophanes. In this con- 
sists the importance of literary works : they are instruc- 
tive because they are beautiful: their utility grows 
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vrith their perfection and if they furnish documents it 
is because they are monuments. The more a book 
brings sentiments into lighl^ the more it is a work of 
literature ; for the proper office of literature is to make 
sentiments visible. The more a book represents im- 
portant sentiinents, the higher is its place in literature ; 
for it is by representing the mode of being of a whole 
nation and a whole age, that a writer rallies round him 
the sympathies of an entire age and an entire nation. 
This is why, amid the writings which set before our 
eyes the sentiments of preceding generations, a litera- 
ture, and notably a grand literature, is incomparably 
the best. It resembles those admirable apparatus of 
extraordinary s^sibiUty, by which physicians disen- 
tan^e and measure the most recondite and delicate 
changes of a body. Constitutions, religions, do not 
approach it in importance ; the articles of a code of 
laws and of a creed only show us the spirit rou£^y 
and without delicacy. If there are any wrUangS in 
which politics and dogma are full of life, it is in the 
eloquent discourses of the pulpit and the tribune, 
memoirs, unrestrained confessions; and all this be- 
longs to literature : so that, in addition to itself, it has 
aU the advantage of other works. It is then chiefly 
by the study of literatures that one may construct a 
moral history, and advance toward the knowledge of 
psychological laws, from which events spring. 

I intend to wnte the history of a literature, and to 
seek in it for the psychology of people : if I have 
chosen this nation in particular, it is, not without a 
reason. I had to find a people with a grand and com- 
plete literature, and tliis is rare : there are few nations 
who have, during their whole existence, really thought 
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and written. Among the ancie^|Sj the Latin literafare 
is worth nothing at tlie outset, then it borrowed and be- 
came imitative. Among the modems, Gehnan literature 
does not exist for nearly two centuries.^ Italian litera- 
ture and Spanish literature end at the middle of the 
seventeenth century. Only ancient Greece, modem 
France and England, olfer a complete series of great sig- 
nificant monuments. I have chosen England, because 
being still living, and subject to direct examination,it may 
be better studied than a destroyed civilisation, of which 
we retain but the relics, and because, being different 
from France, it has in the eyes of a Frenchman a more 
distinct chamcter. Besides, there is a peculiarity in 
this civilisation, that apart from its spontaneous develop- 
ment, it presents a forced deviation, it has suffered the 
last and most effectual of all conquests, and the three 
grounds whence it has sprung, race, climate, the Norman 
invasion, may be observed in its remains with perfect 
exactness ; so that we may examine in this history the 
two most powerful moving springs of human transl6naa«. 
tion, natural bent and constraining force, and we may 
examine them without uncertainty or gap, 'in a seHes 
of authentic and unmutilated memories. 

I have endeavoured to define these primary springs^ 
to exhibit their gradual effects, to explain how they 
have ended by bringing to light great political, religious, 
and literary works, and by^ devdpping the recondite 
mechanism whereby the Saxon barbarian has been 
transformed into the Englishman of to-day. 

> From 1660 to 1760. 



HISTORY OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. 


BOOK I 

THE SOURCE. 


CHAPTER 1. 

Saxons. 

I. 

As you coast the North Sea from the Scheldt to Jutland, 
you will mark in the first place that the characteristic 
feature is the want of slope ; marsh, waste, shoal ; the 
rivers hai'dly drag themselves along, swollen and slug- 
gish, with long, black-looking waves ; the flooding stream 
oozes over the banks, and appears further on in stagnant 
pools. In Holland the soil is but a sediment of mud ; 
here and there only does the earth cover it with a crust, 
shallow and brittle, the mere alluvium of the river, whiph 
the river seems ever about to destroy. Thick clouds 
hover above, being fed by" ceaseless exhalations. Hiey 
lazily turn their violet ’ flanks, g^w black, suddenly 
descend in heavy showers ; the vapour, like a furnace- 
smoke, crawls for ever on the horizon. ’ ' Thus watered, 
plants. multiply; in the an^e between Jutland and 
to continent, in a fat muddy soil, " the vhrdure is as 
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fresh as that of England.”^ Immense forests covO^ 
the land even after the eleventh century. The sap of 
this humid country, thick and potent, circulates in man 
as in the plants ; man’s respiration, nutrition, sensations 
and habits affect also his faculties and his frame. 

The land produced after this fashion has one enemy, 
to wit, the sea. Holland maintains its existence only by 
virtue of its dykes. In 1664 those in Jutland burst, 
and fifteen thousand of the inhabitants were swallowed 
up. One need only see the blast of the North swirl 
down upon the low level of the soil, wan and ominous 
the vast yellow sea dashes against the narrow belt of 
flat coast which seems incapable of a moment’s resistance; 
the wind howls and bellows; the sea-mews cry; the 
poor little ships flee as fast as they can, bending almost 
to the gunwale, and endeavop to find a refuge in the 
mouth of the river, which seems as hostile as the sea. 
A sad and precarious existence, as it were face to face 
with a beast of prey. The Frisians, in their ancient 
laws, speak already of the league they ha^'e made against 
" the ferocious ocean.” Even in a calm this sea is unsafe. 
"Before me rollelh a waste of water . . . and above me 
go rolling the storm-clouds, the formless ^k grey 
daughters of air, which from the sea, in cloudy buckets 
scoop up the water, ever wearied lifting and lifting, and 
then pQur it again in the sea, a mournful, wearisome 

* Halte-Bran, iy. S98. Not ooaatiDg bays, gulfs, sad canals tiid 
sixteenth part of the country is covered by watw. liie dialect of Jot* 
land beaxa still a great resemblance to En^ish. 

* See Buysdaal’s painting in Mr. Baring’s collection. Of the three 
Saxon islanda, Nortii Strandt, Busen, and Heligoland, North Strandt 
was inundated by the sea in 1800, 1488, 1632, 161 6, and almost destroyed 
in 1684. Busen is a level plain, beaten by storms^ which it has been 
found necessary to surround by a dyke. Heligoland wan laid waste by 
the sea in 800, 1300, 1600, 1649, the last time violently tiiat only a 
portion of it remained. — ^Turner, Hiti. of Saseons, 1862, i. 97. 
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bui^ness. Over the sea., fiat on his face, lies the mon- 
strous, tefrible North wind, sighing and sinking his 
voice as in secret, like an old grumbler, for once in 
good humour, unto the ocean he talks, and he 'tells her 
wonderful stories.”^ Kain, wind, and surge leave room 
for naught but gloomy and melancholy thoughts. The 
very joy of the billows has in it an inexplicable restless- 
ness and harshness. From Holland to J utland, a string of 
small, deluged islands^ bears witness to their ravages ; 
the shifting sands which the tide drifts up obstruct and 
impede the banks and entrance of the rivers.^ The 
first Eoman fleet, a thousand sail, perished there; 
to this day ships wait a month or move in sight of 
port, tossed upon the great white waves, not daring to 
risk themselves in the shifting, winding channel, notori- 
ous for its wrecks. In winter a breastplate of ice 
covers the two streams ; the sea drives back the frozen 
masses as tliey descend ; tliey pile themselves witli a 
crash upon the sandbanks, and sway to and fro ; now 
and then you may see a vessel, seized as in a vice, 
split in two beneath their violence. Picture, in this 
foggy dime, amid hoar-frost and storm, in these 
marshes and forests, half-naked savages, a kind of wild 
beasts, fishers and hunters, but especially hunters of 
men; these are they, Saxons, Angles, Jutes, Frisians;^ 
later on, Danes, who during the fifth and' the ninth 
centuries, with their swords and battle-axes, took and 
kept tlie island of Britain. 

.. ^ Heine^ The North Sea, translated by Charies G. Lelaud. Sea Tacitus, 
4lnn.book 2, for the imiu^iiBions of the Romaus, ‘'truculeutiacoelL'’ 

* Wattes, Platen, Sande, Dunenissern. 

* Nine or ten miles out^ near Heligolaud, are the nearest soundings 
of about iiRy fathoms. 

* Paigraye^ Saxon Cornmontoealth, yol. L 
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A'^rude aud foggy land, like their own, except in*the 
depth of its sea and the safety of its coasts, •which one 
day will call up real fleets and mightyTessels; green 
England* — the word rises to the lips and expresses all. 
Here also moisture pervades everything ; even in sum- 
mer the mist rises ; oven on clear days you perceive it 
fresh from the great soa-girdle, or rising from vast but 
ever slushy meadows, undulating with hiU and dale, 
intersected with hedges to the limit of the horizon. 
Here and there a sunbeam strikes on the higher grasses 
with burning flash, and the splendour of the verdure 
dazzles and almost blinds you. The overflowing water 
straightens the flabby stems ; they grow up, rank, weak, 
and fllled with sap ; a sap ever renewed, for the gray 
mists creep under a stratum of motionless vapour, and 
at distant intervals the rim of heaven is drenched by 
heavy showers. " There are yet commons as at the time 
of tlie Conquest, deserted, abandoned,^ wild, covered with 
furze and thorny plants, with here and there a horse 
grazing in solitude. Joyless scene, unproductive soil I* 
Wliat a labour it has been to hr.manise it! Wliat 
impression it miist have made on the men of the South, 
the Romans of Csesar I I thought, when I saw it, of 
the ancient Saxons, wanderers from West and North, 
who came to settle in this land of marsh and fogs, on 
the boi;der of primeval forests, on the banks of these 
great muddy streams, which roll down their slime to 
meet the waves.^ They must have lived as hunters 
and swineherds; growing, as before, brawny, fierce, gloomy. 

* NtOes of a Journey in England. 

‘ Ijdonce de Tjavergne, De VAgriouUure onglaiH. *‘The soil is 
much worse than that of France. ” 

' There are nt least four rivers in England passing by the nanie of 
'* Ouse," which is only another fom\ of “ o<w» 
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Take civilisation from this soil, and there will i^maio 
to tiie inhabitants only war, the chase« gluttony, dnmk> 
enness. Smiling love, sweet poetic dreams, art, refined 
and nimble thought, are for the happy shores of the 
MediteiTanean. Here the barbarian, ill housed in liis 
mud*hovel, who hears the rain i^attering whole days 
among the oak loaves — what dreams can he have, gazing 
upon his mud-pools and his sombre sky?” 

11 . 

Huge white bodies, cool-blooded, with tierce blue 
eyes, reddish flaxen hair ; ravenous stomachs, filled with 
meat and cheese, heated by strong drinks ; of a cold 
temperament, slow to love,^ home-stayers, prone to 
brutal dininkenness : these are to this day the features 
wliich descent and climate preserve in the race, and 
these are what tlie lioman historians discovered in their 
former countiy. Tliero is no living, in these lands, 
without abundance of solid food ; bad weather keeps 
people at home ; strong drinks are necessary to cheer 
them; tlie senses become blunted, tlie muscles ai’e 
braced, the will vigorous. In every country the body 
of man is rooted deep into the soil of nature ; and in 
this instance still deeper, because, being uncultivated, 
he is less removed from nature. In Germany, storm- 
beaten, in wretched boats of hide, amid the hardships 
and dangers of seafaring life, they were pre-eminently 
adapted for euduiance and enterprise, inured' to mis- 
fortune, scomers of danger Pirates at first : of all 

* Tacitus, Ik moribus Ghmumortm, panim : Diem noctemque con* 
tiiiuorc potaiido, nulli probruin. — Sera juvenum Venus.— Totos dies 
juxta focmn atquo ignom agunt. Dargaud, Voyage en Dmmark. ^ 
** They take six meals per day, the hrst at lire o'clock in the morouig. 
One should see tlie faces and meals at Hamirarg and at Amsterdam." 



42 


THE SOURCE. 


BOOK I. 


kindfl of hunting the man-hunt is most profitable and 
most noble ; they left the care of the land and flocks 
to the women and. slaves; seafaring, war, and pillage ^ 
was then* whole idea of a freeman^s work. They dashed 
to sea in their two-sailed barks, landed anywhere, killed 
everything; aud having sacrificed in honour of their 
gods the tithe of their prisoners, and leaving behind 
them the red light of their burnings, went farther on 
to begin again. " Lord,” says a certain litany, " deliver 
us from the fuiy of the Jutes.” " Of all barbarians* 
these are strongest of body and heart, tlie most formid- 
able,” — ^we may add, the moat cruelly ferocious. When 
murder becomes a trade, it becomes a pleasure. About 
the eighth century, the final decay of the great Roman 
corpse which Charlemagne had tried to revive, and 
which was settling down into corruption, called them 
like vultures to the prey. Those who had remained 
in Denmark, with their brothers of Norway, fanatical 
pagans, incensed against the Christians, made a descent 
on all the surrounding coasts. Their sea-kings,® " who 
had never slept under the smoky rafters of a roof, who 
had never drained the ale-horn by an inhabited hearth,” 
laughed at wind and storms, and sang : “ Tlie blast of 
the tempest aids our oars; the bellowing of heaven, 
the howling of the thunder, hurt us not ; the hurricane 
is our servant, and drives us whither we wish to go.” 
" We hewed with our swords,” says a song* attributed 
to Ragnar Lodbrog ; " was it not like that hour when 
my bright bride I seated by me on the couch ? ” One of 

^ Bed^ ▼. 10. Sidonios^ yiii. 6. Lingard, HUA. of EnglmAt 1854, 
L chap. 2. 

^ * Zozimoa, iii. 147. Amm. Horcellinos, zxviiL 526. 

* Aug. Thierry, S. Edmmdi, vi. 441. See Yuglingaeagm aod 
especially Egil’s Saga, 
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than, at the monaste^ of Peterborough, feillfl with hla 
own hanck all the monks, to the number of eighty-four ; 
others, having* taken King uKUa, divided his ribs from 
the spine, drew liis lungs out, and threw salt into his 
wounds. Harold Harefoot, having seized his rival 
Alfred, with six hundred men, had them maimed, 
blinded, hamstrung, scalped, or embowelled.^ Torture 
and carnage, greed of danger, fury of destruction, obsti- 
nate and frenzied bravery of an over-strong tempera- 
ment, the imohaining of the butcherly instincts, — such 
traits meet us at every step in the old Sagas. The 
daughter of the Banish Jarl, seeing Egil taking his 
seat near her, repels him with scorn, reproaching him 
with "seldom having provided the wolves with hot 
meat, with never having seen for the whole autumn a 
raven croaking over the carnage.” But Egil seized her 
and pacified her by singing: "I have marched with 
my bloody sword, and the raven has followed me. 
Furiously we fought, the fire passed over the dwellings 
of men ; wo have sent to sleep in blood those who kept 
the gates.” From such table-talk, and such maidenly 
tastes, we may judge of the rest.® 

Behold them now in England, more settled and 
wealthier : do you expect to find them much changed ? 
Changed it may be, but for the worse, like the Franks, 

‘ Lingard, of England^ i. 164, says^ however, “Every tentli 
man out of the eix hundred received hie liberty, and of the rest a few 
were selected for elavezy.” — Tn. 

* Franks, Frisians, Saxons, Danes, Noiwegians; Icelanders, are one 
am} the same people. Their language, laws, religion, poetry, diffsl’ but 
little. -The more northern continue longest in their primitive manners, 
thermany in the fourth and fifth centuries, Denmark and Norway in 
the seventh and eighth, Iceland in tixe tenth and eleventh centuries, 
present the same condition, and the muniments of each country will 
fill up the gaps that exist in the history of the others. 
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like all barbarians who pa«i8 from action to enjoyment 
They are more gluttonous, carving their hogs, filling them- 
selves with flesh, swallowing down deef^j dmughts of 
mead, ale, spiced wines, all the strong, coarse drinks 
which they can procure, and so they are cheered and 
stimulated Add to this the pleasure of the fight. Not 
easily with sucli instincts can they attain to culture; to 
And a natural and ready culture, we must look amongst 
the sober and sprightly populations of the south. Here 
the sluggisli and heavy ^ temperament remains long 
buried in a brutal life ; ];)eople of the Latin race never 
at a first glance see in them aught but large gross beasts, 
clumsy and ridiculous when not dangerous and enraged. 
Up to tlie sixteenth century, says an old historian, the 
great body of the nation were little else than herdsmen, 
keepers of cattle and sheep; up to the end of the 
eighteenth drunkenness was the recreation of the higher 
ranks ; it is still that of the lower ; and all the refine- 
ment and softening influence of civilisation have not 
abolished amongst them the use of the rod and the fist. 
If tlie carnivorous, warlike, drinking savage, pi-oof against 
the climate, still shows beneath the conventions of our 
modem society and the softness of our modem polish, 
imagine what he must have been when, landing with 
liis band upon a wasted or desert countiy, and becoming 
for tlie first time a settler, he saw extending to the horizon 
the common pastures of the border country, and the great 
primitive fomsts which furnished stags for the chase and 
acorns for his pigs. The ancient histories tell us that 
they had a great and a coarse appetite.^ Even at the 
time of the Conquest the custom of drinking to exc^ 

Toeitus, De mor. G&rvu xxii. : Oens nco extnta nec ciUliila. 

* W. of Malmesbury. Heiiiy of Hi^ntingdotu, vi. 8(J5. 
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a common vice .with men of the highest mnk, and 
they passed in this way wliole days and niglits without 
intennission. * Henry of Huntingdon, in the twelfth 
century, lamenting the ancient hospitality, aaya that the 
Norman kings provided their courtiers with only one 
meal a day, while the Saxon kings used to provide four. 
One day, when Athelstau went with his nobles to visit 
his relative Ethelfleda, the provision of mead was ex- 
hausted at the hrst. salutation, owing to the copiousness 
of the draughts ; but Dunstan, forecasting the extent of 
the royal appetite, liad furnished the liouse, so that the 
cup-bearers, as is the custom at royal feasts, were able 
the whole day to serve it out in horns aud other vessels, 
and the liquor was not found to be deficient. Wlien 
the guests were satisfied, the haip passed from hand to 
hand, and the rude harmony of their deep voices sw^elled 
under the vaulted roof. Ilie monasteries themselves in 
Edgard’s time kept up games, songs, and dances till mid- 
night. To shout, to drink, to gesticulate, to feel their 
veins heated and swollen with wine, to heai’ and see 
around them tlie riotous oigies, tins was the first need of 
the Barbarians.^ The heavy human brute gluts himself 
with sensations aud with noise. 

For such appetites there was a stronger food, — I mean 
blows aud battle. In vain they attached themselves to 
the soil, became tiilers of the ground, in distinct com- 
munities and distinct regions, shut up^ in their march 

^ Tadtii% JDe moribus ffermanomm, xxiL xxiii 

> Kemble, Saxons in England^ 1849, i. 70, u. 184. The Acts of 
VL Ang^o-Saxon parliament are a series of treaties of peace between all 
the associations which nuke up the State ; a continual revision and 
renewal of the alliances offensive and defensive of all the free men. 
They are universally miitnal contracts for the maintenance of the frid 
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with their kindred and comrades, bound together, sd^a- 
rated from the mass, enclosed by sacred landmarks, by 
primeval oaks on which they cut the figures of birds and 
beasts, by poles set up in the midst of the marsh, which 
whosoever removed was punished with cruel tortures. 
In vain these Marches and Ga*s^ were grouped into states, 
and finally formed a lifdf-regulated society, with, assem- 
blies and laws, under the lead of a single king ; its very 
structure indicates the necessities to supply which it 
was created. They united in order to maintain peace ; 
treaties of peace occupy their Parliaments ; provisions 
for peace are the matter of their laws. War was waged 
daily and everywhere ; the aim of life was, not to be slain, 
ransomed, mutilated, pillaged, hung and of course, if it 
was a woman, violated.* Every man was obliged to appear 
armed, and to be ready, with his burgh or his township, 
to repel marauders, whowent about in bands.* The animal 
was yet too powerful, too impetuous, too untamed. Anger 
and covetousness in the first place brought .him upon 
his prey. Their history, I mean that of the Heptarchy, 
is like a history of " kites and crows.”* They slew the 
Bfitons or reduced them to slavery, fought the remnant 
of the Welsh, Irish, and Piets, massacred one another, 
were hewn down and cut to pieces by the Danes. In 
a hundred years, out of fourteen kings of Northumbria, 

• • 

' A large district ; the word is still existing in German, aa Rheingan, 
Breiagau.— T h. 

* Turner, Htsi. of (he Anglo-Saae. ii. 440, Laws of Ina. 

* Such a band consisted of thirty*fiye men or more. 

* Milton’s expression. Lingard's Hi9(ory, i. chap. 8. This history 
bears much resemblance to that of the Franks in Gaul. Bee Gregory 
of Tours. The Saxons, like the Franks, somewhat softened, but' 
rather degenerated, were pillaged and massacred by those of their 
northern brothers who still remained in ik savage state. 



OIUP. 1. 


THE SAXONS. 


47 


se's%n were ddn an^ six deposed. Penda of Mercia 
killed five kings, and in order to take the town of Barn- 
borough, demolished all tlie neighbouring villages, heaped 
their ruins into an immense pile, sufficient to bum all 
the inliabitants, undertook to exterminate the Northum- 
biians, and perished himself by the sword at the age of 
eighty. Many amongst them were put to death by the 
thaneei ; one thane was burned alive ; brothers slew one 
another treacherously. With us civilisation has inter- 
posed, between the desire and its fulfilment, the counter- 
acting and softening preventive of reflection and calcu- 
lation ; here, the impulse is sudden, and murder and 
every kind of excess spring from it instantaneously. 
King Edwy^ having married Elgiv^ his relation within 
the prohibited degrees, quitted the hall where he was 
drinking on the very day of his coronation, to be with 
her. The nobles thought themselves insulted, and 
immediately Abbot Dunstan went himself to seek the 
young man. " He found the adulteress,” says the monk 
Osbem, " her mother, and the king together on the bed 
of debauch. He dragged the king thence violently, and 
setting the crown upon his head, brought him back to 
the nobles.” Afterwards Elgiva sent men to put out 
Dunstan’s eyes, and then, in a revolt, saved herself and 
the king by hiding in the country ; but the men of the 
North having seized her, "hamstrung her, and then sub- 
jected her to the death which she deserved.”® Barbarity 
follows barbarity. At Bristol, at the time of the Ooq- 
quest, as we are told by an historian of the time,® it was 

' Yita S. Danstani, Anglia Sacra, ii, 

* It is amusing to compare the story of Edwy and Elgiva in Turner, 
ii 216, etc., and then in Lingard, i. 182, etc. The first accuses Dunstan, 
the other defends him.— Tn. 

• JAfco/Bi^op WoUtan. 
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the custom to buy meu and women in all parts of !Hng- 
land, and to cany them to Ireland for sale in order to 
make money. The buyers usually made the young 
women pregnant, and took them to market in that con- 
dition, in order to ensure a better price. “You might 
have seen with sorrow long files of young people of both 
sexes and of the greatest beauty, bound with ropes, and 
daily exposed for sal^'. . . . They sold in this manner 
as slaves their nearest relatives, and even their own 
children.” And the chronicler adds that, having 
abandoned this practice, they “ thus set an example to 
aU the rest of England.” Would you know the manners 
of the highest ranks, in the family of the last king?^ 
At a feast in the king’s hall, Harold was serving Edward 
the Confessor with wine, when Tostig, his brother, 
moved by envy, seized him by the hair. They were 
separated. Tostig went to Hereford, where Harold 
had ordered a royal banquet to be prepared. There 
he seized his brother’s attendants, and cutting off their 
heads and limbs, he placed them in the vessels of 
wine, ale, mead, and cider, and sent a message to the 
king: “If yod go to your farm, you will find there 
plenty of salt meat, but you will do weU to carry some 
more with you,” Harold’s other brother, Sweyn, had 
violated the abbess Elgiva, assassinated Beom tlie thane, 
and bping banished from the country, had turned pirate. 
When we regard their deeds of violence, their ferodty, 
t^eir cannibal jests, we see that they were not far removed 
^m the sea-kings, or from the followers of Odin, who 

' Tantee ssovitia eraut fiatres illi qnod, cum alicidna nitidam, villain 
con^icemit, dominatorem de iioct» interfici juberent, totamque pro* 
genim Ulius posaessionemque defnncti obtinerent Tomer, Ui, 27. 
Henrv of Huntingdon, vi 867 
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at(^raw flesh, hung meu as victims on the seu^red trees of 
Upsala, and killed themselves to make sure' of dying as 
they had lived, in blood. A score of times the old 
ferocious instinct reappears beneath the thin crust of 
Christianity. In the eleventh centuiy, Siward,* the 
great Earl of Northumberland, was afflicted with a 
dysentery ; and feeling his death near, exclaimed, “What 
a shame for me not to Jiave been permitted to die in so 
many battles, and to end thus by a cow’s death ! At 
least put on my breastplate, gird on my sword, set my 
helmet on my head, my shield in my left hand, my 
battle-axe in my right, so that a stout warrior, like 
myself, may die as a warrior.” They did as he bade, 
and thus died he honourably in liis armour. They had 
made one step, and only one, from barbarism, 

III. 

Under this native barbarism there were noble disposi- 
tions, unknown to the Homan world, which were destined 
to produce a better people out of its ruins. In the 
tirat place, "a certain earnestness, which leads them out 
of frivolous sentiments to noble ones.”^ -From their 
origin in Germany this is what we find them, severe in 
manners, with grave inclinations and a manly dignity. 
They live solitary, each one near the spring or the wood 
which has taken his fancy.^ Even in villages the cot- 
tages were detached ; they must have independence and 
free air. They had no taste for voluptuousness ; love was 
tardy, education severe, tiieir food simple; all the re- 

‘ “ Pene gigaa statiira,*' says the chronicler. H. of Huntingdon, W ’ 
367. Kemble, i. 893. Tuiiier, it 818. 

^ (jltimm, Mythology^ 53, Preface. 

* Tacitus, XX. xxiii. xi. xiL xiiL et passim. We nuty still sco the 
(races this taste in English dwellings. 

VOL I, B 
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creation they indulged in was the hunting of the aur05h8> 
and a dance amongst naked swords. Violent intoxica- 
tion and perilous wagers were their weakest points; 
they sought in preference not mild pleasures, but strong 
excitement. In everything, even in their rude and mas- 
culine instincts, they were men. Each in his own home, 
on his land and in Ms hut, was his own master, 
upright and free, in no wise restrained or shackled. 
If the commonweal received anything from him, it was 
because he gave it. He gave his vote in arms in all 
great conferences, passed judgment in the assembly, 
made alliances and wars on his own account, moved 
from place to place, showed activity and daring.' The 
modem Englishman existed entire in this Saxon. If he 
bends, it is because lie is quite willing to bend ; he is no 
less capable of self-denial than of independence; self-sacri- 
fice is not uncommon, a man cares not for his blood or 
his life. In Homer the warrior often gives way, and is 
not blamed if he flees. In the Sagas, in the Edda, he 
must be over-brave; in Germany the coward is drowned 
in the mud, under a hurdle. Tliiough all outbreaks 
of primitive brutality gleams obscurely the grand idea 
of duty, which is, the self-constraint exercised in view 
of some noble end. Marriage was pure amongst them, 
diastity instinctive. Amongst the Saxons the adulterer 
was punished by death ; the adulteress was obliged to 
hang herself, or was stabbed by the knives of her com- 
panions. The wives of the Cimbrians, when they could 
not obtain from Marius assurance of their chastity, slew 
themselves with their own hands. They thought there 
was something sacred in a woman ; they married but 
one, and kept faith with her. In fifteen centuries the Idea 
I Tooitua, ziiL 
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of \uarriage is unchanged amongst them. The wife, on 
entering lier husband's home, is aware that she gives 
herself altogetiier,^ “that she will have but one body, one 
life with him ; that she will have no thought, no desire 
beyond : that she will be the companion of his perils and 
la Wrs ; that she wiU suffer and dare as much as he, both 
in peace and war.” And he, like her, knows tliat he gives 
himself. Having chosen his chief, he forgets himself in 
him, assigns to him his own gloiy, serves him to the death. 
"He is infamous as long as he lives, who returns from 
the field of battle without his chief.” ^ It was on this 
voluntary subordination that feudal society was based. 
Man iu this race, can accept a superior, can be capable 
of devotion and respect. Thrown back upon himself 
by the gloom and severity of his climate, he has dis- 
covered moral beauty, while others discover sensuous 
beauty. This kind of naked brute, who lies all d4y by 
his fireside, sluggish and dirty, always eating and dri]±- 
ing,^ whose rusty faculties cannot follow the cle& 
fine outlines of happily created poetic forms, catches a 
glimpse of the sublime in his troubled dreams. He does 
not see it, but simply feels it ; his religion is already 
within, as it will be in the sixteenth century, when he 
win cast bff the sensuous worsliip imported from Borne, 
and hallow the faith of the heart.^ His gods are not 
enclosed in walls j he has no idols. What he designates 
by divine names, is something invisible and grand, 
which floats through nature, and is conceived beyond 

* Tacitus, xiz. viii. xvi. Kemble, i. ^32. 

* Tacitus, sir. 

’ " In Omni domo, nudi et sordidL . . . Plus per otium trsnsigunt, 
dediti sonmo, oiboque ; totos dies juzta focum atque ignem agunt-" 

* Orimm, 63, Preface. Tacitus, z. 
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nature,^ a mysterious infinity which the sense c^iftiot 
touch, but which " reverence alone can feel ;”«and when, 
later on, the legends define and alter this' vague divina- 
tion of natural powers, one idea remains at the bottom 
of this chaos of giant-dreams, namely, tliat the world is 
a warfare, and heroism the highest good. 

In the beginning, say the old Icelandic legends,^ there 
were two worlds, Nitiheini the frozen, and Muspell the 
burning. From the falling snow-flakes was bom the 
giant Ymir. “ There was in times of old, where Ymir 
dwelt, nor sand nor sea, nor gelid waves ; earth existed 
not, nor heaven above ; *twas a chaotic chasm, and giuss 
nowhere.” Tliere was but Ymir, the horrible frozen 
Ocean, with his children, sprung from his feet and his 
armpits ; then their shapeless progeny. Terrors of the 
abyss, barren Mountains, Wliirlwinds of the Nortli, and 
other malevolent beings, enemies of the sun and of life ; 
then the cow Andhumbla, bom also of melting snow, 
brings to light, whilst licking the hoar-fri)st from the 
rocks, a man Bur, whose grandsons kill the giant Ymir. 
“From his flesh tlie earth was formed, and from his 
bones the hill's, the heaven from the skull of that ice- 
cold giant, and from his blood the sea; but of his 
grains the heavy clouds are all created.” ‘ Then arose 
war between the monsters of winter and the luminous 
fertile gods, Odin the founder, Baldur the mild and 

^ “ Deonim iiominibus appellant eocretum illnd, quod solareveraitia 
vident” Later on, at Upsala for instance, they had images (Adam of 
Bremen, Eistoria Eede9icui‘Ua). Wuotan (OtUu) signifies etymologi* 
oally the All-Poweifiil, him who penetrates and circulates throi^ 
everything (Grimm, Myihti.) ^ 

* Sommidar Edda, Snorra JSdda, ed. Copenliagen, three vob. pauim, 
Mr. Betgmanu has translated several of these poems into French, 
which Mr. Taine quotes. The translator has generally made use of 
the edition of Mr. Thoiqic, l<ondon, 1866 . 
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benevolent, Thor the- summer-thunder, who purifies the 
air, and •nourishes the earth with showers. Long 
fought the go’ds against the frozen Jotuns, against tlie 
dark bestial powers, the Wolf Fenrir, the great Serpent, 
whom they drown in the sea, the treacherous Loki, 
whom they bind to the rocks, beneath a viper whose 
venom drops continually on his face. Long will the 
heroes, who by a bloody death deserve to be placed 
"in the halls of Odin, and there wage a combat every 
day,” assist the gods in their mighty war. A day will, 
however, arrive when gods and men will be conquered. 
Then 

“trembles Yggdrasil’s ash yet standing; groans that ancient 
tree, and the Jotiin Loki is loosed. The shadows groan on the 
ways of Hel,^ until the fire of Surt has consumed the tree. 
Hryni steers from the east, the waters rise, the mundane snake 
is coiled in jdtun-rage. The worm beats the water, and the eagle 
screams ; the pale of beak tears carcases ; (the ship) Naglfar is 
loosed. Surt from the South comes with flickering flame ; 
shines from his sword the Val-god’s sun. The stony hills are 
dadied together, the giantesses totter ; men tread the path of 
Hel, and heayeu is cloven. The sun darkeiu), earth in ocean 
sinks, fall from heaven the bright stars, fire’s breath assails the 
all-nourishing tree, towering fire plays against heaven itself.” ^ 

The gods perish, devoured one by one by the monsters ; 
and the celestial legend, sad and grand now like the 
life of man, bears witness to the hearts of warriors and 
heroes. 

, There is no fear of pain, no care for life ; they count 
it as dross when the idea has seized upon them. The 

* Hel, the godde8.s of death, born of Loki and Angrboda.— Ta. 

* Thoipe, The Edda of Semund, The Vahde Prophecy, str. 48-SS, 
p. 9 apeteam. 
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trembling of the nerves, the repugnance of anitaal 
instinct which starts back before wounds and death, 
are all lost in an irresistible determinatfou. See how 
in their epic ^ the sublime springs up amid the horrible, 
like a bright purple flower amid a pool of blood. Sigurd 
has plunged his sword into the diugon Fafuir, and at 
that very moment they looked on one another; and 
Fafhir asks, as he dies, " Who art thou ? and who is 
thy father ? and what thy kin, that thou wert so hardy 
as to bear weapons against me?” "A hardy heart 
urged me on thereto, and a strong hand and this sh^ 
sword. . . . Seldom hath hardy eld a faint-heart youth." 
After this triumphant eagle's cry Sigurd cuts out the 
worm’s heart; but Begin, brother of Fafnir, drinks 
blood from the wound, and falls asleep. Sigurd, who 
was roasting the heart, raises his finger thoughtlessly 
to his lips. Forthwith he understands the language of 
the birds. The eagles scream above him in the 
branches. They warn him to mistrust Begin. Sigurd 
cuts off the latter’s head, eats of FafiiiFs heart, drinks 
his blood and his brother's. Amongst all these murders 
their courage and poetry grow. Sigurd has subdued 
Brynhild, the untamed maiden, by passing through the 
flaming fire ; they share one couch for three ni^ts, his 
naked sword betwixt them. "Nor the damsel did he 
kiss, nor did the Hunnish king to his arm lift her. 
He the blooming maid to Giuki’s son delivered,” 
because, according to his oath, he must send her to 
her betrothed Guunar. She, setting her love upon 

^ FafndtfoM Eida, Thu epio is common to the Northern races, Se 
is the Hiad to the Greek populations, and is found almost entire' in 
Germany in the NiMungtn Lied. 1%e translator has also used Magnusr 
son and Morris’ poetical rersion of the VShmiga and certain 
songs of the Elder EddOt Londmi, 1870. 
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hiji^ "Alone she s£^t without, at eve of day, began 
aloud wit^ herself to speak : ' Sigurd must be mine ; 
1 must die, or* that blooming youth clasp in my arms.’” 
But seeing him married, she brings about his death. 
" Laughed then Brynhild, Budli’s daughter, once only, 
from her whole soul, when in her bed she listened to 
the loud lament of Giuki’s daughter.” She put on her 
golden corslet, pierced herself with the sword’s point, 
and as a last request said : 

" Let in the plain be raised a pile so spacious, that for us all 
like room may be ; let them burn the Hun (Sigurd) on the one 
side of me, on the other side my household slaves, with collai's 
splendid, two at our heads, and two hawks ; let also lie between 
us both the keen-edged sword, as when we both one couch 
ascended ; also five female thralls, eight male slaves of gentle 
birth tbstored with me. ” ^ 

All were burnt together ; yet Gudnin the widow con- 
tinued motionless by the corpse, and could not weep. 
The wives of the jarls came to console her, and each 
of them told her own sorrows, all the calamities of 
great devastations and the old life of barbarism. 

“ Then spoke Giaflang, Giuki’s sister : * Lo, up on earth 1 live 
most loveless, who of five mates must see the ending, of daugh- 
ters twain and three sisters, of brethren eight, and abide behind 
lonely.' Then spake Hcrtog, Queen of Hunlatad : 'Cmeller 
tale have 1 to tell of my seven sons, down in the Southlandsj 
and the eight man, my mate, felled in the death-mead. Father 
and mother, and four brothers on the wide sea the winds and 
death played with; the billows beat on the bulwark boards. 
Alone most I sing o'er them, alone must 1 array them, alone 
must my hands deal with their departing ; and all this was in 

' Th<ttpe» TJu MShik of Swmmd^ Third lag of Sigwrd FafaitidA 
stf. p, 88. 
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one season’s wearing, and none was left for love or solace. Tiien 
was I botmd a prey of the battle when that same season wore 
to its ending ; as a tiring may must I bind the shoon of the 
duke’s high dame, every day at dawning. From her jealous 
hate gat I heavy mocking, cruel lashes she laid upon me.’ ” ^ 

All was in vain ; no word could draw tears from those 
(by eyes. They were obliged to lay the bloody corpse 
before her, ere her tears would come. Then tears flowed 
through the pillow ; as " the geese withal that were in 
the home-field, the fair fowls the may owned, fell a- 
screaming.” She would have died, like Sigrun, on the 
corpse of him whom alone she had loved, if they had 
not deprived her of memory by a magic potion. Thus 
affected, she departs in order to marry Atli, king of the 
Huns ; and yet she goes against her will, with gloomy 
forebodings : for murder begets murder ; and her 
brothers, the murderers of Sigurd, having been drawn 
to Atli’s court, fall in their turn into a snare like that 
which they had themselves laid. Then Gunnar was 
bound, and they tried to make him deliver up the 
treasiire. He answers with a barbarian’s laugli :* 

** * Hogni’s heart in my hand shall lie, cut bloody from the 
breast of the valiant chief, the king’s son, with a doll-edged 
knife.’ They the heart cut out from HiaUi’s breast ; on a dish, 
bleeding, laid it, and it to Gunnar bare. Then said Gunnar, 
lord of men : ‘ Here have 1 the heart of the timid Hialli, unlike 
the heai't of the bold Hogni ; for much it trembles as in the dish 
it lies ) it trembled more by hidf while in his breast it ]ay.’^ 
Hogni laughed when to his heart they cut the living cstost^ 
crasher ■ no lament uttered he. All bleeding on a dish tl^ 
laid it, and it to Gunnar bare. Calmly said Gunnar, the Wairicr 

*■ Magnussou and Morris, Story ih» VoUmg* and 
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Ninung : ' Here have I .the heart of the bold Hdgiii, unlike the 
heart of thtf timid Hialli ; for it little trembles as in the dish it 
lies : it trembled less while in his breast it lay. So far shalt 
thou, Atli 1 be from the eyes of men as thou wilt from the 
treasures be. In my power alone is all the hidden Niflung’s 
gold, now that Hogni lives not. Ever was I wavering while we 
both lived ; now am I so no longer, as I alone survive.’ ” ^ 

it was the last insult of the self-confident man, who 
values neither his own life nor that of another, so that 
he can satiate his vengeance. They cast him into the 
serpent’s den, and there he died, striking his harp witli 
his foot. But the inextinguishable flame of vengeance 
passed from his heart to that of Iiis sister. Corpse after 
corpse fall on each other; a mighty fury hurls them 
open-eyed to death. She killed the children she had 
by Atli, and one day on his return from the carnage, 
gave him their hearts to eat, served in honey, and 
laughed coldly as she told him on what he had fed. 
" Uproar was on the benches, portentous the cry of men, 
noise beneath the costly hangings. The children of 
the Huns wept; all wept save Gudrun, who never 
wept or for her bear-fierce brothers, or for her dear sons, 
young, simple.”* Judge from this heaji of ruin and 
carnage to what excess the -will is strung. There were 
men amongst them, Berserkirs,’ who in battle seized 
with a sort of madness, showed a sudden and super- 
human strength, and ceased to feel their wounds. This 
is the conception of a hero as engendered by this race 
in Its infancy. Is it not strange to see them place 

* Thorpe, Th» Sdda Somund, Loty vfAUit str. 21-27, p. 117. 

» ^ str. 38, p. 110. 

word signifies men who fought without a breastplate^ perhaps 
in sfalita only ; SwUiee, ** Baresarka"— Tn. 
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fcheir happiness in batde, their beauty in death ? Is 
there any people, Hindoo, Persian, Greek, 'or Gallic, 
which lias formed so tragic a conceptidn of life ? Is 
there any which has peopled its infantine mind with 
such gloomy dreams? Is there any which has so 
entirely banished from its dreams the sweetness of en- 
joyment, and the softness of pleasure? Endeavours, 
tenacious and mournful endeavpun^ an ecstasy of 
endeavours — such was their chosen condition. Carlyle 
said well, that in the sombre obstinacy of an English 
labourer still survives the tacit rage of the Scandinavian 
warrior. Strife for strife’s sake — such is their pleasure. 
With what sadness, madness, destruction, such a dispo- 
sition breaks its bonds, we shall see in Shakspeare and 
Byi'on; with what vigour and purpose it can limit 
and employ itself when possessed by moral ideas, we 
shall see in the case of the Puritans. 

IV. 

They have established themselves in England ; and 
however disordered the society which binds them to- 
gether, it is founded, as in Germany, on generous 
sentiment. War is at every door, I am aware, but 
warlike virtues are within every house ; courage chiefly, 
then fidelity. Under the brute there is a free man, 
and A man of spirit. There is no man amongst them 
who, at his own risk,^ will not make aUiance, go forth 
to fight, undertake adventures, lliere is no group of 
free men amongst them, who, in their Witenagemcfte, is 
not for ever concluding alliances one with another. 
Every dan, in its own district, forms a league of which 

^ See the Life of Sweyn, of Hoewaxd, eto., even up to the tins of 
fhe^Coiuineet 
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hU members, '* bipthers of the swora/ defend each 
other, and* demand revenge for the spilling of blood, at 
the price of thSir own. Every chief in his hall reckons 
that he has friends, not mercenaries, in the faithful ones 
who drink his beer, and who, having received as marks 
of his esteem and confidence, bracelets, swords, and suits 
of armour, will cast themselves between him and danger 
on the day of battle.' Independence and boldness rage 
amongst this young- nation with violence and excess; 
but these axe of themselves noble things ; and no less 
noble ore the sentiments which serve them for disci- 
pline, — to wit, an affectionate devotion, and respect for 
plighted faith. These appear in their laws, and break 
forth in their poetry. Amongst them greatness of heart 
gives matter for imagination. Their characters are not 
selfish and shifty, like those of Homer. They are brave 
hearts, simple and strong, faithful to their relatives, to 
their master in arms, firm and steadfast to enemies and 
friends, abounding in courage, and ready for sacrifica 
" Old as I am,"' says one, " I will not budge henca I 
mean to die by my lord’s side, near this man I have loved 
so much. He kept his word, the word ho had given to 
his chief, to the distributor of gifts, promising him that 
they should return to the town, safe and sound to their 
homes, or that they would fall both together, in the thick 
of the carnage, covered with wounds. He lies by his 
master’s side, like a faithful servant.” Though awkward 
in .speech, their old poets find touching words when they 
haver to paint these manly friendships. We cannot 
without emotion hear them relate how the old " king # 
embraced the best of his thanes, and put his arms about 
his'neck, how the tears flowed down the cheeks of the 
* Beowulf jxusim, Death of Byrhtnoth. 
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greyhaired chief. . . . The valiant man was so dear to 
him. He could not stop the flood which mohnted from 
his hreaet In his heart, deep in the chords of his soul, 
he sighed in secret after the beloved man.” Few as are 
the songs which remain to us, they return to this subject 
again and again. The wanderer in a reverie dreams 
about his lord It sfems to him in his spirit as if he 
kisses and embraces him, and lays head and hands upon 
his knees, as oft before in the olden time, when he 
rejoiced in his gifts. Then he wakes — a man without 
friends. He sees before liim the desert tracks, the 
seabirds dipping in the waves, stretching' wide their 
wings, tlie frost and the snow, mingled with falling 
had. Then his heart’s wounds press more heavily. 
The exile says : — 

111 blithe habits full oft we, too, agreed that nought dse 
should divide us except death alone ; at length this is changed, 
and as if it had never been is now our friendship. To endure 
enmities man orders me to dwell in the bowers of the forest, 
under the oak tree in this earthy cave. Cold is this earth- 
dwelling : I am (piite wearied out. Dim are the dells, high up 
are the mountains, a bitter city of twigs, with briars overgrown, 
a joyless abode. ... My fnends are in the earth ; those loved 
in life, the tomb holds them. The grave is guarding, while I 
above alone am going. Under the oak-tree, beyond this earth- 
cave, irfiere I must sit the long summer-day.” 

Amid their perilous mode of life, and the perpetual 
appeal to arms, there exists no sentiment more waisn 
than firiendship, nor any virtue stronger than loyalty, ' 
Thus supported by powerful affection and try^ted 
word, society is kept wholesome. Marriage is like '^e 

' Wander&r, Jlhe Exile's S<mg, Codex ExomenaiSt pablisl^ty 

Thoipe. 
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dtadb. We find women associating with the men^ at 
their feasts, sober and respected.^ She speaks, and they 
listen to her ; no need for concealing or enslaving her, in 
order to restrain or i-etain her. She is a person, and not 
a thing. The law demands her consent to marriage, sur- 
rounds her with guarantees, accords her protection. She 
can inherit, possess, bequeath, appear in courts of justice, 
in county assemblies, in the great congress of the 
elders. JVequently the name of the queen and of several 
other ladies is inscribed in the proceedings of the 
Witenageinote. Law and tradition maintain her in- 
tegrity, as if she weie a man, and side by side witli 
men. Her affections captivate her, as if she were a 
man, and side by side with men. In Alfred- there is a 
pdrtrait of the wife, which for purity and elevation 
equals all that we can devise with oui modern re- 
finements. “Thy wife now lives foi thee — for thee 
alone. She has enough of all kind of wealtJi for this 
present life, but she scorns them all for thy sake alone 
She has foisaken tliein all, because she had not thee with 
them. Thy absence makes her think that all slie pos- 
sesses is nought. Thus, for love of thee, '>he is wasted 
away, and lies near death for tears and giief.” Already, 
in the legends of the Edda, we have seen the maiden 
Signm at tlie tomb of Helgi, “ as glad as tlie voracious 
hawks of Odin, when they of slaughter know, of warm 
prey,” desiring to sleep still in tlie arms of death, and 
die at last on his grave. Nothing here like the love we 
find in the primitive poetiy of France, Provence, Spain, 
and Greece. There is an absence of gaiety, of delight ; 

* Tamer, ZRst Angl. Sax. iii 6J. 

* Alfred tiorrovirs hia portiuit from Doeihius, but almost oiitii'oly re- 
writes it. 
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outside of maniage it is only a ferocious appetite^ an 
outbreak of the instinct of the beast. It appears nowhere 
with its charm and its smile ; there is no love song in 
this ancient poetry. Tlie reason is, that witli them love 
is not an amusement and a pleasure, but a promise and 
a devotion. All is ^rave, even sombre, in civil relations 
as well as in conjugul society. As in Gemiany, amid 
the sadness of a melancholic temperament and the 
savagery of a barbarous life, the most tragic human 
faculties, the deep power of love and the grand power of 
will, are the only ones that sway and act. 

This is why the hero, as in Gennauy, is truly heroic. 
Let us speak of him at length; we possess one of then 
poems, that of Beowulf, almost entire. Here are the 
stories, which the Thanes, seated on their stools, by the 
light of their torches, listened to as they drank the ale of 
their king: we can glean thence their mannein and 
sentiments, as in the Iliad and the Odyssey those of the 
Greeks. Beowulf is a hero, a kniglitr-orrant before the 
days of chivalry, as the leaders of the Gen nan bands 
were feudal chiefs before the institution of feudalism.^ 
He has " rowed upon the sea, his naked sword hard in 
his hand, amidst the fierce waves and coldest of storms, 
and the rage of winter hurtled over the waves of the 
deep." The sea-monsters, “the many coloured foes, drew 
him to the bottom of the sea, and held liim fast in their 
gripe." But he reached “tlie '^n'etohes with his point and 
wi^ his war-hill.’* “Tlie mighty sea-beast received tlie 
war-rush through his hands," and he slew nine Hicors 

* Kemble thinks that the origin of this poem is vety ancient, perhaps 
coiitemporaiy with the invasion of the Angles and Saxons, but that tlie 
vardon we possess is later than the seventh centniy.— -Kemble'a JSse 
text and translation, 1838. The charaotere ore Daiiidi. 
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(sel-moBsteis). And now behold him, as he comes across 
the waves^to succour the old King Hrothgar, who with 
his vassds sits'aiflicted in his great mead-hall, high and 
curved with pinnacles. For " a grim stranger, Grendel, 
a mighty haunter of tlie marslies,” liad entered his hall 
during tlie night, seized thirty of the thanes wim were 
asleep, and returned in his war-ciuft witli their car- 
casses ; for twelve years the dreadful ogre, the beastly 
and greedy creature, father of Orks and Jotuns, de- 
voured men and emptied tlie best of houses. Beowulf, 
the great wamor, offers to grapple with the fiend, and 
foe to foe contend for life, without the bearing of either 
sword or ample shield, for he has "learned also that 
the wretch for his cursed hide recketh not of weapons,” 
asking only that if death takes him, they will bear 
forth his bloody corpse and bury it; inarlr his fen- 
dwelling, and send to Hygelac, his chief, the best of 
war-shrouds that guards his breast. 

He is lying in the hall, "trusting in his proud 
strength; and when the mists of night arose, lo, 
Grendel comes, tears open the door,” seized a sleeping 
warrior ; " he tore him unawares, he bit his body, he 
drank the blood from the veins, he allowed him 
with continual tearings.” But Beowulf seized^ him in 
turn, and "raised himself upon Ids elbow.” , 

"The lordly hall thundered, the ale was spilled . . . both 
were enn^ied ; savage and strong waiders ; the house resounded ; 
then was it a great wonder that the wine-liall withstood the 
besste oi war, that it fell not upon the eartli, the fair palace ; 
but it was thus fast. . . . The noise arose, new enough; a 
fearftil terror fell on the North 'Danes, on each of those who 
froD^ tlie wall heard the outciy, God’s deniei* sing liis dreailful 
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lay, his song of defeat, lament his wound.' . . . Tlxo foul wretch 
awaited the mortal wound; a mighty^ gash was eyid^t upon 
his shoulder ; the sinews sprung asunder, the Junctures of the 
bones 'uurst; success in war was given to Beowulf. Thence 
must Qrcndel fly sick unto death, among the refuges of the fens, 
to seek his joyless dwelling. He all the better knew that the 
end of his life, the number of his days was gone by." ^ 

For he had left on the gi-nund, "hand, arm, and shoulder;” 
and "in tho lake of Nicora, where he was driven, the 
rough wave was boiling with blood, the foul spring of 
waves aU mingled, hot with poison ; the dye, discoloured 
with death, bubbled with warlike gore.” There re- 
mained a female monster, his mother, who like him 
" was doomed to inhabit the teiror of waters, the cold 
streams,” who came by night, and amidst drawn swords 
tore and devoured another jnan, ^Eschere, the king’s 
best friend. A lamentation arose in the palace, and 
Beowulf offered himself again. They went to the den, 
a hidden laud, the refuge of the wolf, near the windy 
promontories, where a mountain stream rusheth down- 
wards under the darkness of the hills, a flood beneath 
the earth ; the wood fast by its roots overshadoweth 
the water ; there may one by night behold a marvel, 
tire upon the flood : the stepper over the heath, when 
wearied out by the hounds, sooner will give up his 
soul, his life upon the brink, than pinnge therein to 
hide his head. Strange dragons and serpents swam 
there ; " from time to time the horn sang a dirge, a 
terrible song." Beowulf plunged into the wave, de- 
js^ded, passed monsters who tore his coat of maU^ to 
tne ogress, the hateful manslayer, who, seizing him in 
her grasp, bore him off to her dwelling. A pal6 gleam 
' Keiublo’s Beowulf, xi. p. 32. ^ UiU. xii. p.^ 34. - 
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sholie brightly, and there, face to face, the good cham- 
pion perc^ved 

“ the she-wolf of*the abyss, the mighty sea-woman ; he gave the 
war-onset with his battle-bill ; he held not back the swing of 
the sword, so that on her head the ring-mail sang aloud a greedy 
war-song. . . . The beam of war would not bite. Then 
caught the prince of the War-Gedts Grendel’s mother by the 
shoulder . . . twisted the homicide, so that she bent upon 
the floor. . . . She drew her knife broad, brown-edged (and 
tried to pierce), the twisted breast-net which protected his 
life. . . . Then saw he among the weapons a bill fortunate 
in victory, an old gigantic sword, doughty of edge, ready for 
use, the work of giants. He seized the belted hilt; the 
warrior of the Seyldings, flerce and savage whirled the ring- 
mail ; despairing of life, he struck furiously, so that it grappled 
hard with her alx)ut her neck ; it broke the bone-rings, the bill 
passed through all the doomed body ; she sank upon the floor ; 
the sword w^s bloody, the man rejoiced in his deed ; the beam 
shone, light stood within, even os from heaven mildly shines the 
' lamp of the Armament.” ^ 

Then he saw Greudel dead iu a comer of the hall ; and 
four of his companions, having with difliculty raised 
the monstrous head, bore it by the hair to the palace 
of the king. 

That was his first labour ; and the rest of his life 
was similar. When he had reigned fifty years on 
earth, a dragon, who had been robbed of his treasure, 
came from the liill and burned men and houses ” with 
waves of fire.” " Then did tlie refuge of earls com- 
ma|id~to make for him a variegated shield, all of iroia ; 
he knew well enough that a shield of wood could 
help him, lindenwood opposed to fire. . . . The prince 

* Becwulf, xxii. p. 62 etpastim. 
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of rings was then too proud to seek the widd flier \fith 
a troop, with a laige company ; lie feared not fl)r himself 
that battle, nor did he make any account of the dragon’s 
war, his laboriousness and valour.” And yet he was 
sad, and went unwillingly, for he was " fated to abide 
the end.” Then " he was ware of a cavern, a mound 
under the earth, nigh to the ski wave, the clashing of 
watera, which cave was full within of embossed orna- 
ments and wires. . . . Then the king, hal'd in war sat 
upon the promontory, whilst he, the prince of the 
Geats, bade farewell to his houseliold comrades. . . . 
1, the old guardian of my people, seek a feud.” He 
" let words proceed from his breast,’ the dragon came, 
vomiting fire j tlie blade bit not his body, and the king 
"suffered painfully, involved in fire.” His comrades 
had " turned to the wood, to save their lives,” oil save 
Wiglaf, who “ went through the fatal smoke,” knowing 
well " that it was not the old custom ” to abandon rela- 
tion and prince, " that he alone . . . shall suffer dis- 
tress, shall sink in battle.” " Tlio worm came furious, 
the foul insidious sti anger, variegated with waves of 
fire',' . . . hot and warlike fierce, ho clutched the whole 
neck with bitter bniles ; he was bloodied with life-gore, 
the blood boiled in waves.”* They, witli their swords, 
carved the worm in the midst Yet the wound of tjie 
king became burning and swelled ; " he Boon discovered 
that poison boiled in his breast within, and sat by the 
wall upon a stone”; “he looked upon thd work of 
giants, how the eternal cavern held within stone anflies 
%st upon pillars.” Then he said — * ^ v^,, ; 

^ I have held this people fifty years ; there was not any Hug. 
of my neighbours, who dared to greet me with warriors, W oppress 
* Bewoulff xxiiii.-xzxvl ^4 tt pawfm.*' 
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me Vith terror. ... I held mine own well, I sought not treach- 
erous malic^ nor swore uivjustly many oaths j on account of all 
this, I, sick A?itlj mortal wounds, may have joy. . . . Now do 
thou go immediately to behold the hoard under the hooiy stone, 
my dear Wiglof. . . . Now, I have purchased with my death a 
hoard of treasui'es ; it will be yet of advantage at the need of 
the people. ... 1 give thanks . . . that I might before my dying 
day obtain such for my peoples . . . longer may I not here be.” ^ 

This is thorough and real generosity, not exaggerated 
and -pretended, as it -wall be later on in the romantic 
imaginations of babbling clerics, mere composers 5f 
adventure. Fiction as yet is not far removed from 
fact: the man breathes manifest beneath the hero. 
Rude as the poetry is, its hero is gi’and; he is so, 
simply by his deeds. Faithful, first to his prince, then 
to his people, he went alone, in a strange land, to 
venture himself for the delivery of his fellow-men ; he 
foigets himself in death, while thinking only that it 
profits others. “ Each one of us,” he says in one place, 
" must abide the end of his present life.” Let. there- 
fore, each do justice, if he can, before his death. Com- 
pare with him the monsters whom he destroys, the last 
traditions of the ancient wars against inferior races, and 
of the primitive religion ; think of his life of danger, 
nights upon the waves, man grappling with tlie brute 
creation; man’s indomitable will crushing the breasts 
of beasts ; man’s powerful muscles which, when exerted, 
tear the i^esh of the monsters : you will see reappear 
through the mist of legends, and under the light* of 
poetry, the valiant men who, amid the madness of war 
amf the raging of their own mood, began to settle a 
p^le and to found a state. 

^ zxxviL zxzviii. p. 110 a passim. I have throughout 

•Iwayt uftCd the very words of Kembls^s tnuislatloik— T b. 
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One poem nearly whole and two or three*^ fragments 
are all that remain of this lay-poetry of 'England. The 
rest of the pagan current, German and barbarian, was 
arrested or ovei-whelmed, first by the influx of the 
Christian religion, then by the conquest of the Norman- 
French. But what remains more than suffices to show 
the strange and powerful poetic genius of the race, jand 
to exhibit beforehand the flower in the bud. 

• If there has ever been anywhere a deep and serious 
poetic sentiment, it is here. They do not speak, they 
sing, or rather they shout. Each little verse is an accla- 
mation, which breaks forth like a growl ; their strong 
breasts heave with a groan of anger or enthusiasm, and 
a vehement or indistinct phrase or expression rises sud- 
denly, almost in spite of them, to their lips. There is no 
art, no natural talent, for (Hscribing singly and in order 
the different parts of an object or an event. Tlie fifty 
rays of light which every phenomenon emits in succes- 
sion ' to a regular and well-directed intellect, come to 
them at once in a glowing and confused mass, disabling 
them by their force and convergence. Listen to their 
genuine war-chants, unchecked and violent, as became 
their terrible voices. To this day, at this distance of 
time, separated as they are by manners, speech, ten 
centuries, we seem to liear them still : — 

** The army goes forth : the birds sing, the cricket, chirps, the 
war-weapons sound, the lance clangs against the shield. Now 
shineth the moon, wandering under the sky. Now arise, deeds 
, of woe, which the enmity of this people prepares to do. . . . 
Then in the court came the tumult of war-comege. They sensed 
with their hands the hollow wood of the shield. They smote 
through the bones of the head. The roofs of the castle resounded 
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antil Ganilf fell in battle, the first of earth dwelling men, son 
of Guthlaf.* Around him lay many brave men dying. The 
raven whirled abtut, dark and sombre, like a willow leaf. There 
was a sparkling of blades, as if all Finsburg were on fire. Never 
have I heal'd of a more worthy battle in war.” ' 

This is the song on Athelstan’s victory at Brunanbiirh : 

“ Here Athelstan king, of earls the lord, the giver of the 
bracelets of the nobles, and his brother also, Edmund the eethel- 
ing, the Elder a lasting glory won by slaughter in battle, with 
the edges of swords, at Briinaiiburh. The wall of shields they 
cleaved, they hewed the noble bannem : with the rest of the 
family, the children of Edward. . . . Pursuing, they destroyed 
the Scottish people and the ship-fleet. . . . The field was 
coloured with the warrior’s blood ! After that the sun on high, 

. . . the greatest star 1 glided over the cartli, Clod’s caudle 
bright ! till the noble creature hastened to her setting. There 
lay soldiers many with darts sti€bk down, Northern men over 
their shields shot. So were the Scots ; weary of ruddy battle. 

. . . The screamers of war they left behind ; the raven to enjoy, 
the dismal kite, and the black raven with horned beak, and the 
hoarse toad ; the eagle, afterwards to feast on the wliitc flesh ; 
the greedy battle-hawk, and the grey beast, the wolf in the 
«ood,”* 

Here all is imagery. In tlieir impassioned minds 
events are not bald, with the dry propriety of an exact 
description ; each fits in with its pomp of sound, shape, 
colouring; it is almost a vision which is raised, com- 
plete, with its accompanying emotions, joy, fury, ex- 
citement In tjieir speech, arrows are “the serpents of 
Hel, Shot from bows of horn;” ships are “great sea- 

' Coaybeare’s lUuatraMona of Anglo-Saaoon Poetry^ 1826, BatUo 
Pin^orough, p. 176. The complete collection of Anglo-Saxon ywtry 
hu bem published by M. Orein. 

* Twter, JBist. of Anglo-Saxont^ iii., book 9, ch. i. p 246. 
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steeds/’ the sea is "a chalice of waves/’ the helmet is 
“ the castle of the head they need an exlraoidinary 
speech to express their vehement sensatiohs, so that after 
a time, in Iceland, where this kind of poetry was carried 
on to excess, the earlier inspiration failed, art replaced 
nature, the Skalds were reduced to a distorted and obscure 
jargon. But whatever he the imagery, here as in Iceland, 
though unique, it is too feehle. The poets have not 
satisfied their inner emotion if it is only expressed by a 
single word. Time after time they return to and re- 
peat their idea. " The sun on high, the great star, God's 
brilliant candle, the noble creature ! ” Four times suc- 
cessively they employ the same thought, and each time 
under a new aspect. All its different aspects rise 
simultaneously before tlie barbarian’s eyes, and each word 
was like a fit of the semijmllucination which possessed 
him. Verily, in such a condition, the regularity of 
speech and of ideas is disturbed at every turn. The 
succession of thought in the visiomuy is not the same 
as in a reasoning mind. One colour^induces another; 
from sound he passes to sound ; his imagination^ ts like 
a diorama of unexplained pictures. His phrases recur 
and change : he emits the word that comes to his Ups 
without hesitation; he leaps over wide intervals from idea 
to idea» The more his mind is transported, the quicker 
and wider the intervals traversed. With one spring 
he visits the poles of his horizon, and touches in one 
moment objects which seemed to have the world between 
them. His ideas are entangled without order ; without 
notice, abruptly, the poet wBl return to the idea he has 
quitted, and insert it in the thought to which he! is 
giving expression. It is impossible to translate th^e in- 
congruous ideas, which quite disconcert our modem ntyla 
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At times they are umntelligible.' Articles, particles, 
everything capable of illuminating thought, of marking 
the connectioif of terms, of producing regularity of ideas, 
all rational and logical artifices, are neglected.^ Passion 
bellows forth like a great shapeless boast ; and thabis all. 
It rises and starts in little abrupt lines ; it is the acme 
of barbarism. Homer^s happy poetry is copiously de- 
veloped, in full naiTative, with rich and extended 
im^ery. All the details of a complete picture are not 
too much for him ; he loves to look at things, he lingers 
over them, rejoices in their beauty, dresses them in 
splendid words ; he is like the Greek girls, who thought 
themselves ugly if they did not bedeck arms and 
shoulders with all the gold coins from their purse, and 
all the treasures from their caskets ; his long verses flow 
by with their cadences, and spread out like a purple robe 
under an Ionian sun. Here the clumsy-fingered poet 
crowds and clashes liis ideas in a narrow measure; 
if measure there be, he barely observes it ; all his orna- 
ment is tliree words beginning with the same letter. 
His chief care is to abridge, to imprison thought in' a 
kind of mutilated ciy.® The force of the internal im- 
pression, which, not knowing how to unfold itself, 
becomes condensed and doubled by accumulation ; the 
harshness of the outward expression, which, subservient 

1 The cleverest Anglo-Saxon scholars, Turner, Conybeare, Thorpe 
recognise this difficulty. 

* Turner, iiL 231, et passim. The translations in French, however 
Utera], do’iajastice to the text ; that language is too dear, too logical. 
No; Frenchman can undwstaud this extraordinary phase of intellect, 
^ept by taking a dictionary, and dedf^eriug some pages of Anglo* 
Baxon for a fortnight 

* Tnmf9^ remarks that the same idea expressed by King Alfred, in 
pro8e:j^t4 then in verse, takes in the first case seven words, in the second 
fiTe.~NMory a/ihe AngUhSaxons, iii. 235. 



72 


THE SOURCE. 


BOOK 1. 


to the onei^gy and shocks of the inner sentiment, seeks 
only to exliibit it intact and original, in spite of and 
at the expense of all order and beauty, -^such are the 
characteristics of theii* poetry, and tliese also will be 
the characteristics of the poetry which is to follow. 

VI. 

A race so constituted was predisposed to Christianity, 
by its gloom, its aversion to sensual and reckless living, 
its inclination for the serious and sublime. When 
their sedentary habits had reconciled their souls to 
a long period of ease, and weakened the fury which 
fed their sanguinary religion, they readily inclined 
to a new faith. The vague adoration of the great 
powers of nature, which eternally fight for mutual de- 
struction, and, when destroyed, rise up again to the 
combat, had long since disappeared in the dim distance. 
Society, on its fonnation, introduced the idea of peace 
and the need for justice, and the war-gods faded from 
the minds of men, with the passions which had created 
them. A century and a half after the invasion by the 
Saxons,^ Homan missionaries, beaiing a silver cross 
witli a picture of Christ, came in procession chanting a 
Utajiy. Presently tlie high priest of the Northumbrians 
declared in presence of the nobles that the old gods 
were powerless, and confessed that formerly " he knew 
nothing of that which he adored;” and he among the 
first, lance in hand, cfesisted to demolish their temple 
Then a chief rose is the assembly, and said : 

You remember, it may be, 0 king, that which sometimcie 
happens in winter when you are seated at table with your eark 
and thanes. Your fire is lighted, and your hall warm^, and 
» fi»6-«26. Aug. Thierry, i. SI ; Bede, xiL 2. ' - 
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nrit\out' is rain and snow and storm. Then comes a swallow 
Hying across the hall ^ he enters by one door, and leaves by 
another. The biicf moment while he is within is pleasant tc 
him ‘j he feels not rain iior cheerless winter wejither j but the 
moment is brief — ^the bird flies away in the twinkling of an 
eye, and he passes from winter to wintei-. Such, methinks, is 
the life of man on earth, compared with tlie unceitaiu time 
beyond. It appears for a while ; but wliat is the time which 
comes after — the time which was before 1 We know not. If, 
thep, this new doctrine may teach us somewhat of greater ccr- 
lainty, it wei’O well that we should regard it.” 

This restlessness, this feeling of the infiiiite and dark 
beyond, this sober, nielauclioly eloquence, were the har- 
bingers of spiritual life.’ We find nothing like it 
amongst tlie nations of the south, naturally pagan, and 
preoccupied with the present life. These utter bar- 
barians embrace Christianity straiglitway, through sheer 
force of mood and clime. To no piupose are they brutal, 
lieavy, shackled by infantine superstitions, capable, like 
King Canute, of buying for a hundred golden talents the 
arm of Augustine. They possess the idea of God. This 
grand God of the Bible, omnipotent and unique, who 
disappears almost entirely in the middle ages,* obscured 
by His court and His family, endui-es amongst them 
in spite of absurd or giotesqiie legends. They do not 
blot Him out under pious romances, by tiie elevation 
of the saints, or under feminine caresses, to benefit 
tlie infant Jesus and the Virgin.* Their giundeur and 
their severity mise them to His high level ; they are 
not tempted, like artistic and talkative nations, to 
replace religion by a fair and agreeable narrative. 
More than any race in Europe, they approach, by the 

f 

’ JoulTroy, i4v)Wcm o/ Human Destiny. 

* Michelet, preface to La Emaissance ; Diclron, Histoire de Dim. 
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simplicity and energy of their conceptions, the old 
Hebraic spirit. Enthusiasm is their natural ^’condition ; 
and thieir new Deity fills them with 'admiration, as 
their ancient deities inspired them with fury. They 
have liymns, genuine odes, which are but a concrete of 
exclamations. They have no development; they are 
incapable of restraining or explaining their passion ; it 
bursts forth, in raptures, at the vision of the Almighty. 
The heart alone speaks here — a strong, barbarous heart. 
Ciedmon, their old poet,^ says Bede, was a more igno- 
rant man than the others, who knew no poetry; so 
that in the hall, when they handed him the harp, 
he was obliged to withdraw, being unable to sing like 
his companions. Once, keeping night-watch over the 
stable, be fell asleep. A stranger appeared to him, 
and asked him to sing something, and these words 
came into his head : " Now we ought to praise the I^ord 
of heaven, the power of the Creator, and His skill, the 
deeds of the Father of gloiy; how Tic, being eternal 
God, is the author of all marvels; who, almighty 
guardian of th§ human race, creat/cd first for the sons 
of men tlie heavens as the roof of their dwelling, and 
then the earth.” Remembering this wlien he woke,* 
he came to the town, and they brought liim before the 
learned men, before the abbess Hilda, who, when they 
had heard him, thought that he had received a gift 
from heaven, and made him a monk in the abbey. 
There he spent his life listening to portions of Holy 
Writ, which were explained to him in Saxon, " rumi- 
nating over them like a pure animal, turned tliem 
most sweet verse.’* Thus is true poetry bom. These 
men pray with all the emotion of a new soul ;^they 
kneel ; they adore ; the less they know the mote the^ 

' About 630. S«6 Codez EamiensU, Tkotpt, * Bede, iv. %i. 
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think. Some one has said that the first and most 
sincere li}^n is tliis one word 0 ! Theirs were hardly 
longer; they hnly repeated time after time some deep 
passionate word, with monotonous vehemence. " In 
heaven art Thou, our aid and succour, resplendent with 
happiness ! All things bow before thee, before the glory 
of Thy Spirit. With one voice they call upon Christ ; 
they all ciy" : Holy, holy art thou. King of the angels of 
heaven, our Lord!. and Thy judgments are just and 
great: they reign for ever and in all places, in the 
multitude of Thy works.” Wc arc reminded of the 
songs of the servants of Odin, tonsured now, and clad in 
the garments of monks. Tlieir poetry is the same ; they 
think of God, as of Odin, in a string of short, accumu- 
lated, passionate images, like a succession of lightning- 
flashes ; the Christian hymns are a sequel to the pagan. 
One of them, Adhelm, stood on a bridge leading to the 
town where he lived, and repeated warlike and profane 
odes as well as religious poetry, in order to attract and 
mstruct the men of his time. He could do it without 
changing his key. In one of them, a funeral song, 
Death speaks. It was one of the last Saxon composi- 
tions, containing a terrible Christianity, which seems at 
the same time to have sprung from the blackest depths 
of the Edda. The brief metre sounds abruptly, with 
measured stroke, like the passing bell. It is as if we 
hear the dull resounding responses which roll through 
the church, while the rain beats on the dim glass, and 
f^e broken clouds sail mournfully in the sky; and our 
eyes, glued to the pale face of a dead man, feel before- 
hand the horror of the damp grave into which the living 
are a^ut to cast him. 

** For thee was a house built ere thou wert bom ; for thee 



76 


THE SOURCE. 


BOOK L 


was a mould shapen ere thou of thy mother earnest. Its height 
is not determined, nor its depth measured ; nor is it closed up 
(however long it may be) until I thee bring where thou shalt 
remain ; until I shall measure thee and the sod of the earth. 
Thy house is not highly built ; it is unhigh and low. When 
thou art in it, tlte heel-ways are low, the side-ways unhigh. 
The roof is built thy bieast full nigh ; so thou shalt in earth 
dwell full oold, dim, and dark. Doorless is that house, and dark 
it is witliin. There thou tirt fast detained, and Deiitli holds the 
key. Loathly is that earth-house, and grim to dwell in. There 
thou shalt dwell, and worms shall share thee. Thus thou art 
laid, and Icavcst thy friends. Thou hast no fi'iend that will 
(;ome to thee, who will ever inquire how that house liketli thee, 
who shall ever open for thee the door, and seek thee, for soon 
thou becomest loathly and hateful to look upon.’* ^ 

Has Jeremy Taylor a more gloomy picture? The two 
religious poetries, Christian and pagan, are so like, that 
one might mingle their incongruities, images, and l^ends. 
In Beowulf, altogether pagan, the Deity appears as Odin, 
more ^nighty and serene, and differs from the other only 
as a peaceful Bretwalda- differs from an cul .'enturous 
and heroic bandit-chief. The Scandinavian monsters, 
Jotuna, enemies of the i®sir,® have not vanished; but 
they descend from Cain, and the giants di’owned by 
the flood.* Their ndw hell is nearly the ancient Nas- 
trand,® " a dwelling dejidly cold, full of bloody eagles 
and phle adders;” and the dreadful last day of judg- 

' Couybpare's niustrationa, p. 271. 

^ BretwhUla was a species of war-kiug, or tenipomry and clectiye 
diief of all the Saxona — Tr. 

* Tlie iEsir (sing. As) are the gods of the Scandinavian nations^ ctf 
whom Odin was the chief.— Ti{. 

* Kemble, i. i. xii. In this chapter he has collected many features 
which show the endurance of the ancient mythology. 

* Ndstmnd i.s the sliuiid or shore of the dead— T h. 
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mAt, when all will crumble into dust, and make way 
for a purgr world, resembles the final destniction of 
Edda, that " twilight of the gods,” which will end in a 
victorious regeneration, an everlasting joy “under a 
fairer sun.” 

By this natural conformity they were able to make 
their religious poems indeed poems. Power in spiritual 
productions arises only from the sincerity of personal 
and original sentiment. If they can i*elate religious 
tragedies, it is because their soul was tragic, and in a 
degree biblical. They introduce into tlieir verses, like 
the old prophets of Israel, their fierce vehemence, their 
murderous hatreds, tlieir fanaticism, alHlie sliudderings 
of their flesh and blood. One of them, wliose poem is 
mutilated, has related the history of Judith — with 
what inspiration we shall see. It needed a barbarian 
to display in such strong light excesses, tumult, murder, 
vengeance, and combat. 

“ Then w'iis Holofernes exhilarated with wine ; in the halls of 
his guests he laughed and shouted, he roared and dinned. Then 
might the children of men afar off hear how the stem one stormed 
and clamoured, animated and elated with wine. He admonished 
amply that they should bear it well to those sitting on the bench. 
Bo was the wicked one over all the day, the lord and his men, 
drank with wine, the stern dispenser of wealth ; till that they 
swimming lay over drunk, all his nobility, as they were death- 
slain.” ^ 

The night having arrived, he commands them to 
bring into his tent “ the illustrious virgin ; ” then, 
going in to visit her, he falls di?mk on his bed. The 
mom^t was come for “ the maid of the Creator, the 
holy woman.” 

* Tamer, JEKat. 0 / Anglo-Saxons, iii. hook S, ch. 8, p. 871. 
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“ She took the heathen man fast by his hair ; she drew £im 
by his limbs towards her disgracefully; and the ^ischief-ful 
odious man at her pleasui e laid ; so as the wreljph she might the 
easiest well command. Slie with the twisted locks struck the 
hateful enemy, meditating hate, with the red sword, till she had 
half cut off his neck ; so that he lay in a swoon, drunk and 
mortally wounded. He was not then dead, not entirely lifeless. 
She struck then earnest, the woman illustrious in strength, 
another time the heathen hound, till that his head rolled forth 
upon the floor. The foul one lay without a coffer ; backward 
his spirit tunied under the abyss, and there was plunged below, 
with sulphur fastened ; for ever afterwards wounded by worms. 
Bound in torments, hard imprisoned, in hell he bums. After 
his course he need not hope, with darkness overwhelmed, that 
he may escape from that mansion of worms ; but there he shall 
remain ; ever and ever, without end, henceforth in that cavern* 
bouses void of the joys of hope.” ^ 

Has any one ever heard a sterner accent of satisfied 
hate ? When Clovis listened to the Passion play, he 
cried, “ Wliy was 1 not there with my Pranks ! ” So 
here the old warrior instinct swelled into flome over 
the Hebrew’ wars. As soon as Ju.lith returned, 

“ Men under helms (went out) from the holy city at the dawn 
itselt They dinned shields; meu roared loudly. At this 
ngoiced the lank wolf in the wood, and the wan raven, the fowl 
greedy of slaughter, both from the west, that the sons of men 
for thefli should have thought to prepare their fill on corpses. 
And io them flew in their paths the active deyourer, the eagle, 
hoary in his feathers. The willowed kite, with his homed beak; 
sang the soqg of Hilda. The noble warriors proceeded, they i& 
mail, to the battle, furnished with shields, with swelling banuera 
, . . They then speedily let fly forth showers of arrows, the 
serpents of Hilda, from their horn bows ; the spears on the 
‘ TonieT, ITisL o/ Angilo-Seusons, iu. book.d, oh. A P> STS. 
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grolind bard stormed. Loud raged the plunderers of battle ; 
they sent tlysir darts into the throng of the chiefs. . . . Th^ 
that awhile before the reproach of the foreigners, the taunts of 
the heathen endured.” ^ 

Amongst all these unknown poets ^ there is one 
whose name we know, Ciedinon, perhaps the old Caed- 
mon who wrote the first h3rmn ; like him, at all events, 
who, paraphrasing the Bible with a barbarian’s vigour 
and sublimity, has shown the grandeur and fuiy of the 
sentiment with wlrich the men of these times entered 
into their new religion. He also sings when he speaks ; 
when he mentions the ark, it is with a profusion of 
poetic names, “ the floating house, the greatest of float- 
ing chambers, the wooden fortress, tlie moving roof, 
the cavern, the great sea-chest,” and many more. 
Every time he thinks of it, he sees it witli his mind, 
like a quick luminous vision, and each time under a 
new aspect, now undulating on the muddy waves, 
between two ridges of foam, now casting over the water 
its enoimous shadow, bhtck and high like a castle, 
“now' enclosing in its cavernous sides” the endless 
swanii of caged beasts. Like the others, he wrestles 
with God in his heart; triumphs like a warrior ove: 
destruction and victory; and in relating the death of 
Pharaoh, can hardly speak from anger, or see, because 
the blood mounts to his eyes : 

“ The folk was affrighted, the flood-dread soizod on their sad 
souls ; ocean wailed with death, the mountain heights wem with 
blood besteamed, the sea foamed gore, crying was in the waves, 
the water full of weapons, a death-mist rose ; the Egyptians 
were turned back ; trembling they fled, they felt fear : would 

* Turner, Hisi. of AngloSaaoM, iii. book 9, ch. 8, p. 274. 

^ 9 Grein, BUMothek dor Ang«l»ceAois6hm voe/iio. 
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that host gladly find their homes ; their vaunt grew sadder : 
against them, as a cloud, rose the fell rolling of the waves ; there 
came not any of that host to home, but front, behind inclosed 
them fate with the wave. Where ways ere lay raged. Their 
might was merged, the streams stood, the storm rose high to 
heaven ] tlie loudest army-ciy the hostile uttered ; the air above 
was thickened with dying voices. . . . Ocean raged, drew itself 
up on high, the storms rone, the corpses rolled.” ^ 

Is the song of the Exodus more abrupt, more vehe- 
ment, or more savage ? These men can speak of the 
creation like the Bible, because they speak of destruc- 
tion like the Bible. They have only to look into their 
own hearts, in order to discover an emotion sufficiently 
strong to raise their souls to the lieight of tlieir Creator. 
Tills emotion existed already in tlieir pagan legends; 
and Cmdmon, in order to recount the origin of things, 
has only to turn to the ancient dreams, such as have 
been preserved iu the prophecies of the Edda. , 

“ Tliere had not here as yet, save (javem-sliaflc, aught been ; 
but this wide abyss stoud deep iind dim, strange to its Lord, idle 
and useless ; uii which looked with hio eyes the King firm of 
mind, and beheUrthose places void of joys ; saw the dark cloud 
lower in eternal night, swart uuder heaven, dark and waste, 
until this worldly creation through the word existed of the Gloiy- 
King. . . . The earth as yet was not greeu with grass ; ocean 
cover’d^ swart in eternal night, far and wide the dusky ways .” » 

In this manner will Milton hereafter speak, the 
descendant of the Hebrew seers, last of the Scandi- 
navian seers, but assisted in the development of his 
thought by aU the resources of Latin culture and 

' Thorpe, Ccedmont 1832. xlvii. p. 206. 

* Thorpe^ Oced/nuM^ ii p. 7. A likeness exists betwem this soBfi 
and otmesponding portions of the Edda. 
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civilisation. And yet he will add nothing to the 
primitive Sentiment. Keligioiis instinct is not acquired ; 
‘ it belongs to "the blood, and is inherited with it. So 
it is with other instincts; pride in the first place, 
indomitable self-conscious energy, which sets man in 
opposition to aU domination, and inures him against 
all pain. Milton’s Satan exists already in Caedmon’s, 
as the picture exists in the sketch ; because both have 
their model in the race; and Caedmon foutid his origi- 
nals in the northern waniors, as Milton did in the 
Puritans : 

“ Why shall I for his favour serve, bend to him in such 
vassalage 1 I may be a god as he. Stand by me, strong associ- 
ates, who will not fail me in the strife. Heroes stern of mood, 
they have chosen me for chief, renowned vtarriors ! with such 
may one devise counsel, with such capture his adherents ; they 
are my zealous friends, faithful iu their thoughts ; I may be 
their chieftain, sway in this realm ; thiu to me it seemeth not 
right that I in aright need cringe to God for any good ; I will 
no longer be his vassal.” ^ 

He is overcome : shall^ he be subdued ? He is cast 
into the place " where torment they suffer, turning heat 
intense, in midst of heU, hre and broad flames : so also 
the bitter seeks smoke and darkness ; ” will he repent ? 
At first he is astonished, he despairs ; but it .is a hero’s 
despair. 

This narrow place is most unlike that other that we ere 
knew,^ high in heaven’s kingdom, which my master bestow’d on 
me. . . . Oh, had I power of my hands, and might one season 

^ -Thorpe, Cadmon, iv. p. 18. 

* This U Aliltou’s opening also. (See Paradise Lost, Book i. veiw 
242, etc.) One would think that be must have had some knowledge of 
IVidnum Arom the translation of Junius 
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be without, be one wiiiter’a space, then with this host 1 — But 
around me lie iron bonds, pr^eth this cord of chain : I am 
powerless ! me have so hard the clasps of hell, so firmly grasped ! 
Here is wvast fire above and underneath, never did I see a loath- 
lier landskip ; the flame abateth not, ho't over hell. Me hath 
the clasping of these rings, this hard-polish’d band, impeded in 
my course, debarr’d me from my way ; my feet are bound, my 
hands manacled, ... so that with aught 1 cannot from these 
limb-bonds escape.” ^ 

As there is nothing to be done against God, it is 
His new creature, man, whom he must attack. To 
him who has lost everytliiug, vengeance is left; and if 
the conquered can enjoy this, he will find himself 
happy ; he will sleep softly, even under his chains.” 

VII. 

Here the foreign culture ceased. Beyond Christi- 
anity it could not gmft upon this barbarous stock any 
fruitful or living branch. All the circumstances which 
elsewhere mellowed the wild sap, failed licra The 
Saxons found Britain abandoned by the Romans ; they 
had not yielded, like their brothers on the Continent, 
to the ascendency of a superior civilisation ; they had 
not become mingled with the inhabitants of the land ; 
they had always treated them like enemies or slaves, 
pursuing like wolves those who escaped to the moun- 
tains of the west, treating like beasts of burden those 
whom they had conquered with the land. Wliile the 
Germans of Gaul, Italy, and Spain became Romans, 
the Saxons retained their language, tlieir genius and 
manners, and created in Britain a Germany outside of 
Germany. A hundred and fifty years after the Saxon 
^ Thorpe, Ccedmotif iv. p. 28. 
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invasion, the introduction of Christianity and the dawn 
of security attained by a society inclining to peace, 
gave birth to a kind of literature; and we meet with 
the venerable Bede, and later on, Alcuin, John Scotus 
Erigena, and some others, commentators, translators, 
teachers of barbarians, who tried not to originate but 
to compile, to pick out and explain from the gi*eat Greek 
and Latin encyclopaedia something which might suit 
the men of their time. But the wars with the Danes 
came and crushed this humble plant, which, if left to 
itself, would have come to nothing.^ When Alfred® 
the Deliverer became king, "there were very few 
ecclesiastics,” he says, "on this side of the Humber, 
who could understand in English their own Latin 
prayers, or translate any Latin writing into English. 
On the other side of the Humber I think there were 
scarce any; there were so few that, in tiuth, 1 cannot 
remember a single man south of the Thames, when I 
took the kingdom, who was capable of it.” He tried, 
like Charlemagne, to instruct his people, and turned 
into Saxon for tlieir use several works, above all some 
moral books, as the de Comoladone of Borjthius; but 
this veiy translation bears witness to the barbarism of 
his audience. He adapts the text in order to bring it 
down to their intelligence ; the pretty verses of- Boethius, 
somewhat pretentious, laboured, elegant, crowded with 
classical allusions of a refined and compact style worthy 

* They theinselveB fee] tlioir impotence and decrepitude. Bede, 
dividing the hietoiy of tlie world into six periods, says that the fifth, 
which stretches from the return oat of Babylon to the birth of Christ, 
is the senile period ; the sixth is the present, eeias deerepita, totius morte 
iwuli amsut/imamia. 

' * Dipd' in 901 ; Adholm died 709, Bede died 785, Alcuin lived 
under C%arlentagne^ Erigena under Charles the Bald (848-877). 
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of Seneca, become an artless, long drawn out and yet 
desultory prose, like a nurse's fairy tale, 'explaining 
evei'j tiling, recommencing and breaking *oir its phiuses, 
making ten turns about a single detail ; so low was it 
necessaiy to stoop to the level of this new intelligence, 
which had never thought or known anything. Here 
follows tlie latin of Huothius, so alfected, so pretty, witli 
the English translation affixed : — 

“ Quondam funera conjugis “ It happened formerly that 
Vatoa Threicius gemens, there was a harper in the country 
Postquam flebilibus modis called Thrace, which was in 
Silvas currere, mobiles Greece. The harjwir was incon- 

Ainnes stare coegcrat, ceivably good. His name was 

Junxitque iutrepidnm latus Oipheus He had a very excel- 
Smvis cerva leonibus, lent wife, called Eurydice. Then 

Nec visum timuit lepus began men to say concerning the 
Jam cantu placidum canem ; harper, that he could harp so that 
Cum flagrantiur intima the wood moved, and the stones 
Fervor {lectoiis uremt, stirred themselves at the sound, 

Nec qui cuncta subegerant and wild beasts wouhi run there- 
Mulcerent domiiiym modi ; to, and st lud as if they were tame ; 
Imniites siiperos querens, so still, that though men or hounds' 
Infemas adiit domos. pursued them, they shunned them 

Illic blanda soiiantibus not. Then said they, that the 
Chordis carmina tciiiperaus, harper’s wife should die, and her 
Quidqyid prmcipuis Bern soul should be led to hell. .Then 
Matris fontibus hauserat, should the harper become so sor- 
Quod luctus dabat impotens, rowful that be could not remain 
Quod luctum geminans amor, among the men, but frequented 
Deflet Tartara commovens, the wood, and sat on the raoun- 
Et dulci veniam prece tains, both day and night, weeping 

Umbrarum dominos rogue. and harping, so that the woods 
Stupet tergeminus novo ^ook, and the rivers stood sffil, 
Gaptus carmine janitor ; and no hart shunned any lion, mn 
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(jus0 sonteH agitant mein hare any liound ; nor did cattle 

Ultrices scelenim Dcjc know any hatred, or any fear of 

Jam mcBBtse lacrymis inadcut. others, for the pleasure of the 
Non Ixionium caput sound. Then it seemed to the 

Velox prajcipitat rota, harper that nothing in tliis world 

Et longa site perditus pleased him. Then thought he 

Spemit fluniinn Tantalus. that he would seek the gods of 

Vultur dum satur est modis hell, and endeavour to alliu'e them 
Non traxit Tityi jecur. with his harp, and pray that they 
Tandem, vincimur, arbiter would give him hack l)is wife. 
Umbrarum miserans ait. When he came thither, then 
Donemua comitem viro, should there come towards him 
Emptam carmine conjugem. the dog of hell, whose name was 
Sed lex dona coerceat, Cerberus, — ho should have three 

Nec, dum Tartara liquerit, heads, — and began to wag his tail, 
Fas sit lumina flectere. and play with him for his hai-ping. 
Quis legem det amantibiis ! Then was there also a very her- 
ht^or lex fit amor sibi. riblc gatekeeper,, whose name 
Heu ! noctis prope terminos should be Charon. Ho had also 
Orpheus Eurydicem suam three heads, and he was very old, 
Vidit, perdidit, occidit. Then began the harper to beseech 
Vos hsec fabula respicit, him that he would .protect him 
Quicunque in superum diem while he was there, and bring him 
Mentem ducero qumritis. thence again safe. Then did ho 
Nam qni tai'tareum in specus promise that to him, because he 
Victus liynina flexerit, was desirous of the unaccustomed 
Quidquid prsecipuum trahit sound. Then went he farther 
Perdit, dum videt inferos.” until he met the fierce goddesses, 
Book III. Metre 12. whom the common people call 
Parcs, of whom they say, tiiat 
they know no respect for any man, but punish every man acoord- 
ing to his deeds ; and of whom they say, that they control every 
man’s fortune. Then began he to implore their mercy. Then 
began they to voep with him. Then went he farther, and all 
the inhabitants of hell ran towards him, and led him to theii 
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king : and all began to speak with him, and to pray that w^ich 
be prayed. And the restless wheel which Ixion, thq king of the 
Lapithss, was bound to for his guilt, that stood still for his 
harping. And Tantalus the king, who in this world was im- 
moderately greedy, and whom that same vice of greediness 
followed there, lie became quiet. And the vulture sliould cease, 
so that he tore not the liver of Tityus the king, which before 
therewith tormented him. And all the punishments of the 
inhabitants of hell were suspended, whilst he harped before the 
king. When he long and long had harped, then spoke the king 
of the inhabitants of hell, and said. Let us give the man his 
wife, for he has earned her by his harping. He then commanded 
him that he should well observe that he never looked backwards 
after he departed thence ; and said, if he looked backwards, that 
he should lose the woman. But men can with great difficulty, 
if at all, restrain love! Wellaway! What! Orpheus then 
led his wife with him till ho came to the boundary of light and 
darkness. Then went his wife after him. When he came forth 
into the light, then looked he behind his back towards the 
woman. Then was she immediately lost to him. This fable 
teaches every man who desires to fly the darkness of hell, and 
to come to the light of the true good, that he loi>k not about 
him to his old vices, so that he practice them again as fully as 
he did before. For whosoever with full will turns his mind to 
the vices which he had before forsaken, and practises them, and 
they then fully please him, and he never thinks of forsaking 
them j then loses he all his former good imless he again amend 
it.”i 


A man speaks thus when he wishes to impress upon 
the mind of his hearers an idea which is not clear to 
them. Boethius had for his audience senators, men of 
culture, who understood as well as we the slightest 
mythological allusion. Alfred is obliged to tfdse them 

^ Fox’s AJfre^e BoetMuMf diap. 36. 1 6, 1864. 
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up and develop them, like a father or a master, who 
draws his •little boy between his knees, and relates to 
him names, qfualities, crimes and their punishments, 
which the Latin only hints at. But the ignorance is 
such that the teacher himself needs correction. He 
takes the ParciU for the Erinyes, and gives Charon 
three heads like Cerberus. There is no adornment in 
his version ; no delicacy as in the original. Alfred has 
hard work to make himself understood. What, for 
instance, becomes of the noble Platonic moral, the apt 
interpretation after the style of lamblichus and Por- 
phyiy? It is altogether dulled. He has to call 
eveiything by its name, and turn the eyes of his people 
to tangible and visible things. It is a sermon suited 
to his audience of Thanes ; the Danes whom he had 
converted by the sword needed a clear moral. If he 
had translated for them exactly the last words of Boe- 
thius, they would have opened wide their big stupid 
eyes and fallen asleep. 

For the whole talent of an uncultivated mind lies in 
the force and oneness of its sensations. Beyond that it 
is powerless. The art of tliinking and reasoning lies 
above it. These men lost all genius wlien they lost their 
fever-heat. They lisped awkwardly and heavily dry 
chronicles, a sort of historical almanacks. You might 
think them peasants, who, returning from their toil, came 
and scribbled with chalk on a smoky table the date of a 
year of scarcity, the price of com, the changes in the 
weather, a death. Even so, side by side with the meagre 
Bible chronicles, which set down the successions of kings, 
and of Jev^ish masssu^res, are exhibited the exaltation of 
the psalms and the transports of prophecy. The same 
lyric poet can be alternately a brute and a genius, because 
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his genius comes and goes like a disease, and instead of 
having it he simply is ruled by it. ' 

r 

“ A. D. 611. This year Cyiiegils succeeded to the government 
in Wessex, and held it one-and-thirty winters. Cynegils was 
the son of CeoJ, Oeol of Cutha, Cuthn of Cjniric. 

“614. This year Cynegils and Cnichclm fought at Bampton, 
and slew two thousaud and forty-six of the Welsh. 

“678. This year api)ear6d the comet-star in August, and 
shone every morning during three months like a sunbeam. 
Bishop Wilfrid being driven from his bishopric by King Everth, 
two bishops were consecrated in his stead. 

“ 901. This year died Alfred, the son of Ethelwulf, six nights 
before the mass of All Saints. He was king over all the English 
nation, except that part that was under the power of the Danes. 
He held the government one year and a half less than thirty 
winters ; and then Edward his son took to the government. 

“902. This year there was the great fight at the Holme, 
between the men of Kent and the Danes. 

“ 1077. This year were reconciled the King of the Fmnks, 
and William, King of England. But it continued only a little 
while. This year was London bunied, one night before the 
Assumption of St^ Mary, so terribly as it never was before since 
it was built.”' 

It is thus the poor monks speak, with monotonous 
diyness, wlio after Alfred’s time gather up and take note 
of grep.t visible events ; sparsely scattered we find a few 
moral reflections, a passionate emotion, nothing more. 
In the tenth century we see King Edgar give a manor 
to a bishop, on condition that he will put into Saxon 
the monastic regulation written in I^atin by Saint Bene- 
dict Alfred himself was almost the last man of culture l 
he, like Charlemagne, became so only by dint ot deter^ 

' All these extracts are takes from Ingrain’s Saaaon Ghronidt, 182S. 
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mination and patience. Tn vain the great spirits of this 
age endeavt>ur to link themselves t>o the relics of the fine, 
ancient civilisation, and to raise themselves above the 
chaotic and muddy ignorance in which the others 
flounder. They rise almost alone, and on their death 
the rest sink again into the mire. It is the human 
beast that remains master ; the mind cannot find a place 
amidst the outbiirsts and the desires of the flesh, gluttony 
and brute force. E.ven in the little circle where he 
moves, his labour comes to nought. The model which 
he proposed to himself oppresses and enchains him in a 
cramping imitation ; he aspires but to be a good copyist ; 
he produces a gathering of centos which he calls Latin 
verses ; he applies himself to the discovery of expres- 
sions, sanctioned by good models ; he succeeds only in 
elaborating an emphatic, spoiled Latin, bristling with 
incongruities. In place of ideas, the most profound 
amongst them serve up the defunct doctrines of de- 
funct authors. They compile religious manuals and 
philosophical manuals from the Fathers. Erigena, tlie 
most learned, goes to the extent of reproducing the old 
complicated dreams of Alexandrian metaphysics. How 
for these speculations and leminiscences soar above the 
barbarous crowd which howls and bustles in the depths 
below, no words can express. There was a certain king 
of Kent in the seventh century who could' not write. 
Imagine bachelors of theology discussing before an audi- 
ence of waggoners, not Parisian waggoners, but such as 
survive in Auvergne or in the "Vosges. Among these 
clerks, who think like studious scholars in accordance 
with their favourite authors, and are doubly separated 
fiH>m the world as scholars and monks, Alfred alone, by 
his position as a layman and a practical man, descends in 
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his Saxon translations and his Saxon verses to the com- 
mon level ; and we have seen that his effort, like that of 
Charlemagne, wne fruitless. There was* an impassable 
wall between the old learned literature and the present 
chaotic barbarism. Incapable, yet compelled, to fit into 
the ancient mould, they gave it a twist. Unable to 
reproduce ideas, tliey reproduced a metre. They tried tc 
eclipse tlieir rivals iu versification by the refinement ol 
their composition, and the prestige of a difficulty over^ 
come. So, in our own colleges, the good scholars imitate 
the clever divisions and symmetry of Claudian rather 
than the ease and variety of Virgil. They put their feet 
iu irons, and showed their smartness by running in 
shackles j they weighted themselves with rules of modem 
rhyme and rules of ancient metre ; they added the neces- 
sity of beginning each verse with the same letter that 
began the last. A few, like Adhelm, wrote square 
acrostics, in which the first line, repeated at the end, 
was found also to tlie left and right of the piece. Thus 
made up of the first and last letters of each verse, it 
forms a border to the whole piece, and the morsel of 
verse is like a piece of tapestry. Strange literary tricks, 
which changed the poet into an artisan. They bear 
witness to the difficulties which then impeded culture 
and nature, and spoiled at once the Latin form and the 
Sazoq genius. 

Beyond this barrier, which drew an impassable line 
between civilisation and barbarism, there was another, 
no less impassable, between the Latin and Saxon genius. 
The strong German imagination, in which glowing aud 
obscure visions suddenly meet and abruptly overflow; was 
m contrast with the reasoning spirit, in which ideas 
gather and are developed only in a regular order; so 
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that if the barbarian^ in his classical attempts, retained 
any part of his primitive instincts, he succeeded only in 
producing a grotesque and frightful monster. One of 
them this very Adhehn, a relative of King Ina, who sang 
on tlie town-bridge profane and sacred hymns alternately, 
too much imbued with Saxon poesy, simply to imitate 
the antique models, adorned his J^tin prose and verse 
witli all the "English magnificence.”^ You might com- 
pare him to a barbarian who seizes a fiute from the 
skilled hands of a player of Augustus* court, in order to 
blow on it with inflated lungs, as if it were the bellow- 
ing horn of an aurochs. The sober speech of the Roman 
orators and senators becomes in his hands full of exag- 
gerated and incoherent images; he violently connects 
words, uniting them in a sudden and extravagant 
manner; he heaps up his colours, and utters extra- 
oixlinary and unintelligible nonsense, like that of the 
later Skalds ; in short, he is a latinised Skald, dragging 
into his new tongue the ornaments of Scandinavian 
poetry, such as alliteration, by dint of which he con- 
gregates in one of his epistles fifteen consecutive words, 
all beginning with the same letter; and in order to 
make up his fifteen, he introduces a barbarous Gimcism 
amongst the Ijatin words.^ Amongst the others, the 
writers of legends, you wiU meet many times with 
deformation of Latin, distorted by the outburst of a too 
vivid imagination ; it breaks out even in their scholastic 
and scientific writing. Here is part of a dialogue be- 
tween Alcuin and prince Pepin, a son of Charlemagne, 

1 William of Malmesbury’s expression. 

* Pihlfitiu (paiitoram procerum prsatommque pio potissimam pater- 
noque {wmaertlm |>rivilegio) panegyrioum poemataque passim proaatoii 
sub polo promulgantes, stridnla rooom qrmphonia ao melodite cantila 
natqiie canuine modulaturi hymnizemua 
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and he uses like formulas the little poetic and bold 
phrases which abound in the national poeti'y. "What 
is winter ? the banishment of summer. What is spring ? 
the painter of the earth. What is the year ? the world’s 
chariot. Wliat is the sun ? the splendour of the world, 
the beauty of heaven, the grace of nature, the lionour of 
day, the distributor of the hours. What is the sea ? 
the path of audacity, thii boundary of the earth, the re- 
ceptacle of the rivers, the fountain of showers.” More^ 
he ends his instructions with enigmas, in the spirit or 
the Skalds, such as we still find in tlie old manuscripts 
with the barbarian songs. It was the last feature of the 
national genius, which, when it labours to understand a 
matter, neglects dry, clear, consecutive deduction, to em- 
ploy grotesque, remote, oft repeated bnagery, and replaces 
analysis by intuition. 


VITT. 

Such was this race, the last bom of the sister races, 
which, in the decay of the other two, the Latin and the 
Greek, brings to the world a new .civilisation, with a 
new character and genius. Inferior to these in many 
respects, it surpasses them in not a few. Amidst the 
woods and mire and snows, under a sad, inclement sky, 
gross instincts have gained the day during this long 
barbarism. The German has not acquired gay hum- 
our, unreserved facility, the feeling for harmonious 
beauty; his great phlegmatic body continues savage 
and stiff, greedy and brutal; his rude and unpliable 
mind is still inclined to savagery, and restive under 
culture. DuU and congeided, his ideas 'cannot expand 
with facility and freedom, with a natural sequence and 
an instinctive regularity. But this spirit, void of tlie 
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sentiment of the beai^iful, is all the more apt for the 
sentiment of the true. The deep and incisive impression 
which he receives from contact with objects, and which 
as yet he can only express by a cry, will afterwards 
liberate him from the Latin rhetoric, and will vent itself 
on things rather than on words. Moreover, under the 
constraint of climate and solitude, by the habit of resist- 
ance and effort, his ideal is changed. Manly and moral 
instincts have gained the empire over him ; and amongst 
them the need of independence, the disposition for serious 
and strict manners, the inclination for devotion and 
veneration, the womhip of heroism. Here are the 
foundations and the elements of a civilisation, slower 
but sounder, less careful of what is agreeable and elegant, 
more based on justice and truth.^ Hitherto at least the 
race is intact, intact in its primitive coarseness; the 
Roman cultivation could neither develop nor defonn 
it. If Cliristiauity took root, it was owing tg^ natural 
affinities, bnt it produced no change in tSb native 
genius. Now approaches a new conquest, which iS to 
bring this time men, as well as ideas. The Saxons, 
meanwhile, after the wont of German races, vigorous 
and fertile, have within the past six centuries multiplied 
enormously. They were now about two millions, and 
the Norman army numbered sixty tlioiisand.’^ In vain 

^ In Ictiland, the country of the fiercest sea-kings, critiies are un- 
known ; prisons have been turned to other uses ; tines are the only 
(ninishmeut. 

^ Following Ooouisihiy Book, Mr. Turner reckons at three hundred 
thousand tlie hciids of fiiTnihes mentioned. If each family consisted of 
five persons, that would make one million five handled thousand people. 
He adds five hundred thousand for the four northern counties, for 
Loudon and several large towns, for the moiiks and provincial clergy 
notentunerated. . . . We most accept these figures with caution. Still 
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these Normans become transformed, gallicised ; by their 
origin, and substantially in themselves they ^ still the 
relatives of those whom they conquered.* In vain they 
imported their manners and their poesy, and introduced 
into the language a third part of its words ; this lan- 
guage continues altogether German in element and in 
substance.^ Though tlie grammar changed, it changed 
integrally, by an internal action, in the same sense as 
its continental cognates. At the end of three hundred 
years the conquerors themselves were conquered ; tbeii 
speech became English ; and owing to frequent inter- 
marriage, tlie English blood ended by gaining the pre* 
dominance over the Norman blood in their veins. The 
race finally remains Saxon. If the old poetic genius 
disappears after the Conquest, it is as a nver disappeared 
and flows for a while undeiground. In five centuries 
it will emeige once more.^ 

lliuy agree with tliose of Mackiutosh, George Clialmers, and several 
others. Muii} facts show tlmt the Saxon po]>iilatiou was very numerona 
and quite out of propoiliou to the Norman })opulation. 

' Warton, History of English Poetryt 1840, S vols. preface. 
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I- 

A CENTURY ana a half had passed on tlio Continent 
since, amid the universal decay and dissolution, a new 
society had oeen formed, and new men Imd risen up. 
Brave men had at lengtli made a stand against the 
Norsemen and tlie rabhers. 'J'Jiey Iiad planted their 
feet in the soil, and the moving chaos of the general 
subsidence had become fixed by the effort of their great 
liearts and of tlieir arms. At the mouths of the rivers, 
in the defiles of the mountains, on the margin of the 
waste borders, at all perilous passes, tliey had built their 
for^ each for himself, each on his own land, each with 
his faitliful band ; and they had lived like a scattered 
but watchful army, encamped and confederate in their 
castles, swoid in hand, in front of the enemy. Beneath 
this discipline a formidable people had been formed, 
fierce hearts in strong bodies,^ intolerant of restraint, 

* See, amidst other delineations of tlieir matmers, the first accounts 
of the firat Crusade. Godfrey clove a Samcen down to his waist.— In 
Palestine, a widow was compelled, uji to the ago of sixty, to many again, 
because no fief could remain without a defender. — A Spuiish leader said 
to his exhausted soldiers after a l»ttle, You arc too W'eary and too 
Ihueh wounded, but come and fight with me agminst this other bond ; 
the fresh wounds which wo shell receive will make us forget those which 
we have.” At this time, says the General Chronicle of Spain, kings 
counts^ and nobles, and all the knights, that they might be ever ready 
kept their horses in the chamber where they slept with their wivea 
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longing for violent deeds, bom for constant warfare 
because steeped in permanent warfare, ]iero4{s and rob- 
bers, who, as an escape from their solitude, plunged 
into adventures, and went, that they might conquer 
a country or win Paradise, to Sicily, to Portugal, to 
Spain, to Livonia, to Palestine, to England. 


TI. 

Oil the 27th of September 1066, at the mouth of the 
Somme, tliere was a great sight to be seen; four 
hundred large sailing vessels, more than a thousand 
transports, and sixty thousand men, were on the point 
of embarking.^ The sun shone splendidly after long 
rain ; trumpets sounded, tlie cries of this armed mul- 
titude rose to Iieaven; as far as the eye could see, on 
the shore, in the wide-spreading river on the sea which 
opens out thence broad and shining, masts and sails 
extended like a forest; the enomious fleet set out 
wafted by the south' wind.* The people which it 
carried were said to have come from Norway, and they 
might have been taken for kinsmen of the Sa lons, with 
wliom they wei'e to fight; but there were with them 
a multitude of adventurers, crowding from all quarters, 
far and near, from north and south, from Maine and 
Anjou, from Poitou and Brittany, from Ile-de-France 
and Flanders, from Aquitaine and Buigundy;® and, in 
short, *the expedition itself was Frencli. 

^ For difference in numbers of the fleet and men, see Freeman, 
of the Norm. Ctmq., 8 vols. 1867, Hi. 381, 387. — Tii. 

* For all the detoils, see Anylo-Ntynnan ChroHicles, iii. 4, as quoted- 
by Aug. Thierry. 1 have myself seen the locality and the countiy. 

* Of thi-ee columns of attack ut Hastings, two were compo^ of 
auxiliaries. Moreover, the chroniclers are not ut &ult upon this critical 
point ; they agree in stating that England Was conquered by Freneb* 
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How comes it that, having kept its name, it had 
changed its nature? and what series of renovations 
had made a Latin out of a German people? llie 
reason is that this people, when they come to Neustria, 
were neither a national body, nor a pure race. They 
were but a band ; and as such, marrying the women of 
the country, they introduced foreign blood into their 
children. They were a Scandinavian band, but swelled 
by all the bold knaves and all the wretched desperadoes 
who wandered about the conquered country:^ and as 
such they received foreign blood into their veins. 
Moreover, if the nomadic band was mixed, the settled 
band was much more so ; and peace by its transfusions, 
like war by its recniits, had changed the character of 
the primitive blood. When BoUo, having divided the 
land amongst his followers, hung the thieves and their 
abettors, people from every country gathered to him. 
Security, good stem justice, were so rare, that they 
were enough to re-people a land.^ He invited strangers, 
say the old writers, " and made one people out of so 
many folk of different natures.” This assemblage of 
barbarians, refugees, robbers, immigrants, spoke Bomance 
or French so quickly, that the second Duke, wishing to 
have his son taught Danish, had to send him to Bayeux, 
where it was still spoken. Tlie great masses always 
form the race in the end, and generally the genius and 
language. Thus this people, so transformed, quickly 
became polished ; the con;iposite race showed itself of a 

1 It waa a Kouen fishennau, a soldier of Bollo, who killed the Duke 
of France at the mouth of the £ure. HastingB, the famous eea^king; 
was a labourer's son from the neighbourhood of Troyea 

* ** In the tenth century,” says Stendhal, '* a man wished £br two 
thiogs : ls<, not to be slain ; 2d, to hare a good leather coat.” See 
Fontenelle's Chrmicle, 
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ready genius, far raoi'e wary than tlie Saxons across the 
Channd, closely resembling their neighbours of Picardy, 
Champagne, and Ile-de-Prance. "The* Saxons," says 
an old writer,' " vied with each other in their drinking 
feats, and wasted their income by day and night in feast- 
ing, whilst they lived in wretched hovels ; the Prench 
and Normans, on the other hand, living inexpensively 
in their fine large houses, were besides refined in their 
food and studiously careful in their dress ” The former, 
still weighted by the German phlegm, were gluttons 
and drunkards, now and then aroused by poetical en- 
thusiasm ; the latter, made sprightlier by their trans- 
plantation and their alloy, felt the cravings of the mind 
already making themselves manifest. " You might see 
amongst them churches in every village, and monas- 
teries in the cities, towering on high, and built in a 
style unknown before,” first in Normandy, and later in 
England.^ Taste had come to them at once — tliat is, 
the desire to please the eye, and to express a thought 
by outward representation, which was quite a new idea : 
the circular arch was raised on one or on a cluster of 
columns; elegftnt mouldings were placed about the 
windows ; the rose window mode its appearance, simple 
yet, like the fiower which gives it its name " T<m ds6 
Iwimns and the Norman style unfolded itself, original 
yet proportioned between the Gothic, whose richness it 
foreshadowed, and the Bomance, whose solidity it recalled. 

With taste, just as natural and just as quickly, was 
developed the spirit of inquiry. Nations are like 

1 Williftm of Malmesbuiy. 

s Ghnrohes in London, Saram, Korwicb, Durham, Chichester, Peter- 
borough, Rodhestor, Hereford, Oloaoester, Oxford, etc.— William of 
MnlmeBbuTy. 
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children; with some the tongue is readily loosened, 
and they comprehend at once ; with others it is loosened 
with difficulty, and they are slow of comprehension. 
The men we are here speaking of had educated them- 
selves nimbly, as Frenchmen do. They were the first 
in France who unravelled the language, regulating it 
and writing it so well, that to this day we understand 
their codes and their poems. In a century and a half 
they were so far cultivated as to find the Saxons 
"unlettered and rude.”' That was the excuse they 
made for banishing tliem from the abbeys and all 
valuable ecclesiastical offices. And, in fact, this excuse 
was rational, for they instinctively hated gross stupidity. 
Between the Conquest and the death of King John, 
they established five hundred and fifty-seven schools 
in England. Henry Beauclerk, son of the Conqueror, 
was trained in the sciences ; so were Henry II. and his 
three sons: Bichard, the eldest of these, was a poet. 
Lanfranc, first Norman Archbishop of Canterbury, a 
subtle logician, ably argued the Beal Presence ; Anselm, 
his successor, the first thinker of the age, thought he 
had discovered a new proof of the existence of God, 
and tried to make religion philosophical by adopting as 
his maxim, "Crede ut inteUigas.” The notion was 
doubtless grand, especially in the eleventh century; 
and they could not have gone more promptly to work. 
Of course the science I speak of was but scholastic, 
and these terrible folios slay more understandings than 
th^ confirm. But people must begin as they can; 
and syllogism, even in Latin,' even in theology, is yet 
an exercise of the mind and a proof of the understand- 
ing. Among the continental priests who settled in 
* OrdericQB Yitalis, 



100 THE SOURCE. Booi^i. 

England, one established a libraiy; another, founder 
of a school, made the scholars perform the pldy of Saint 
Catherine ; a third wrote in polished Latin, " epigrams 
as pointed as those of Martial.” Such were the 
recreations of an intelligent race, eager for ideas, of 
ready and flexible genius, whose clear thouglit was not 
clouded, like that of the Saxon brain, by drunken 
hallucmations, and tliy vapours of a greedy and well- 
filled stomach. They loved conversations, tales of 
adventme. Side by side with their Latin chroniclers, 
Henry of Huntingdon, William of Malmesbury, thought- 
ful men already, who could not only relate, but criticise 
here and there, there were rhyming chronicles in the 
vulgar tongue, as those of Geoffroy Gaimar, B4nolt de 
Sainte-Maure, Robert Wace. Do not imagine that 
their verse-writers were sterile of words or lacking in 
details. They were talkers, tale-tellers, speakers above 
all, ready of tongue, and never stinted in speech. Hot 
singers by any means ; they speak — this is their strong 
point, in their poems as in their chronicles. They 
were the earliest who wrote the Sorig of Roland; upon 
this they accumulated a multitude of songs concerning, 
Charlemagne and his peers, concerning Arthur and 
Merlin, the Greeks and Romans, King Horn, Guy of 
Warwick, every prince and every people, l^eir 
minstrels like their knights, draw in abund- 

ance from Welsh, Franks, and Latins, and descend upon 
East and West, in the wide field of adventure. They 
address themselves to a spirit of inquiry, as the Saxons 
to enthusiasm, and dilute in their long, dear, and 
flowing narratives the lively colours of German and 
Breton traditions; battles, surprises, sin^e combats^ 
embassies, speeches,, processions, ceremonies, huntings. 
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a variety of amusing events, employ their ready and 
wandering* imaginations. At first, in the Song of 
Roland, it is Still kept in check; it walks with long 
strides, but only walks. Presently its wings have 
grown; incidents are multiplied; giants and monsters 
abound, the natural disappears, the song of the jo^igleur 
grows a poem under the hands of the trouvire ; he 
would speak, like Nestor of old, five, even six years 
running, and not grow tired or stop. Forty thousand 
verses am not too much to satisfy their gabble ; a facile 
mind, copious, inquisitive, descriptive, such is the 
genius of the nice. The Gauls, their lathers, used to 
delay travellers on the road to make them tell their 
stories, aud boasted, like these, " of fighting well and 
talking with ease.” 

With chivalric poetry, they are not wanting in 
chivalry; principally, it may be, because they are 
strong, and a stioug man loves to prove his strength 
by knocking down his neighbours; but also from a 
desire of fame, and as a point of honour. By this one 
word honour the whole spirit of warfare is changed. 
Saxon poets painted war as a murdejous fury, fis 
a blind madness which shook fiesh and blood, and 
awakened the instincts of the beast of prey ; Nonnau 
poets describe it as a touniey. The new passion which 
they introduce is that of vanity and gallantry ; Guy of 
Warwick dismounts all the knights in Europe, in older 
to deserve the hand of the prude and scornful Ft^lice. 
The tourney itself is but a cemmony, somewhat brutal 
I admit, since it tuins upon the breaking of arms aud 
limbs, but yet brilliant and French. , To show skill 
and courage, display the magnificence of dress and 
armmi^ be applauded by and plefwe the ladies, — such 
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feedings indicate men of greater sociality, more under 
the influence of public opinion, less the slaves of their 
own passions, void both of lyric inspiration and savage 
enthusi^m, gifted by a different genius, because in- 
clined to other pleasures. 

Such were the men who at tliis moment were dis- 
embarking in Euglaud to introduce tlieir new manners 
and a new spirit, Frenc h at bottom, in mind and speech, 
though with special and provincial features ; of all the 
most matter-of-fact, witli an eye to the main chance, 
calculating, having the nerve and the dash of our own 
soldiers, but with the tricks and precautions of lawyers , 
heroic undertakers of profitable enterprises; having 
gone to Sicily and Naples, and ready to travel to Con- 
stantinople or Antioch, so it be to take a countiy or 
bring bock money; subtle politicians, accustomed in 
Sicily to hire themselves to the highest bidder, and 
capable of doing a stroke of business in the heat of the 
Crusade, like Boh^mond, who, before Antioch, specu- 
lated on the dearth of his Christian allies, and would 
only open the town to them under condition of tlieir 
keeping it for Jiimself; methodical and persevering 
conquerors, expert in administration, and fond of scrib- 
bling on paper, like this veiy William, who was able 
to oiganise such an expedition, and such an army, and 
kept a written roll of the same, and who proceeded to 
register the whole of England in his Domesday Book. 
Sixteen days after the disembarkation, the contrast 
between the two nations was manifested at Hastiugs 
by its visible effects. 

The Saxons *^ate and drank the whole nighfi You 
might have seen them struggling much, and leaping and 



THE NORMANS. 


103 



singing,” with shouts of laughter and noisy joy.' In the 
morning they packed behind tlieir palisades the dense 
masses of thei^ heavy infantry, and witli battle-axe hung 
round their neck awaited the attack. The waiy Normans 
weighed tlie clianees of heaven and hell, and tried to 
enlist God upon their aide. Robert Wace, their his- 
torian and compatriot, is no more troubled by poetical 
imagination than they were by warlike inspiration ; and 
on the eve of the battle his mind is as prosaic and clear 
as theirs.* The same spirit showed itself in the battle. 
They were for the most pait bowmen and horsemen, well- 
skilled, nimble, and clever. Taillefer, the jowflcur, who 
asked for the honour of striking the first blow, went 
singing, like a true French volunteer, performing tricks 
all the while.* Having arrived before the English, he 


1 Robert Wace, 

IMd. 

£t It Normanz et li f’ranceiz 
Tote nuit, firent oreisons, 

£t furent cu aflicions. 

De lor pechids conf^ se iirent 
As proYeires les r^hircnt, 

Et qui n’en out proveires prfez, 

A son veizin se fist conftz, 

Pour 90 ke sasnedi estoit 
Kb la bataille estre debveit. 


Roman du Bxm. 

(Tnt Normanz a pramis e voe. 
Si com li cler roreiit lo4, 

Ke ^ ce jor mez s’il veskeient, 
Char ni saimc iie mangereieut 
Gifirei, dveske de Coustances, 
A plusors joint lor p^nitances. 
Cli re9ut li confessions 
Et dona li binci9ons. 


* Robert Wace, Roman du Rou . 


Taillefer ki moult bien cantout 
Sur on ronssin qui tot alout 
Devont li dus alout cautant 
De KalermaJne e de Rolant, 

£ d'OllYer et des vassals 
Ri moururent k Roncevala 
Quant ils orent cbevalchi4 taut 
R'as Engleis vindrent aprismant 
** Sires i diet Taillefer, raerci ! 

VM si languement servi. 


Tut mon servise me debvez, 
Hui, si Yos plaist, me le rendez 
For tout guerrcdun vos reqnier, 
Et si YOS Yoil forment preisr, 
Otreiez>mei, ke jo n'i faille, 

Li primier colp de la bataille.” 
Et li dus ripont ; " Je I’otrrf.” 
Et Taillefer point k desrei ; 
Devaut toz li altres se mist^ 

Un Englez feri, si Tooist 
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oast his lance three times in the air, then his sword, and 
caught them again by the handle ; and Harold’s clumsy 
foot-soldiers, who only knew how to cleavd coats of mail 
by blows from their battle-axes, "were astonished, saying 
to one another tliat it was magic.” As for William, 
amongst a score of prudent and cunning actions, he per- 
formed two wcll-calciilated ones, which, in this sore em- 
barrassment, bi'oiight bun safe out of his difficulties. 
He ordered his arcliers to shoot into the air; the arrows 
wounded many of the Saxons in the face, and one of 
them pierced Harold in the eye, After this he simu- 
lated flight ; the Saxons, intoxicated with joy and wrath, 
quitted their entrenchments, and exposed themselves to 
the lances of his horsemen. Diu’ing the remainder of 
tlie contest tliey only make a. stand by small companies, 
fight with fury, and end by being slaughtered. The 
strong, mettlesome, brutal race threw themselves on tlie 
enemy like a savage bull ; the dexterous Norman hunt- 
ers wounded them adroitly, knocked them down, and 
placed them under the yoka 

HI. 

Wliat then is this French race, whicli by arms and 
letters makes such a splendid entrance upon the world, 
and is so manifestly destined to rule, that in the East, 
for example, their name of Franks will be given to all 
the nations of the West ? Wherein consists this new 
spirit, this precocious pioneer, this key of all middle- 
age civilisation ? There is in every mind of the kind 

De 808 le pis, parmio la pance, Poiz a crii : " Venez, venez 1 

li fiat passer ultro la lance, Ko fetes-vos ? F4rez, ftrez ! ’’ 

A terre esteudu I’abati. Done I'unt Eiigler aviroii4, 

Poiz trait I'espee, nitre ftri. A1 second eolp k*il on done. 
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a fundameutal activity wliicli^ when incessantly repeated^ 
moulds its'plan, and gives it its direction ; in town or 
country, cultivated or not, in its infancy and its age, it 
spends its existence and employs its energy in conceiv- 
ing an event or an object. This is its original and per- 
petual process ; and whether it cliange its region, return, 
advance, prolong, or alter its course, its whole motion 
is but a series of consecutive steps ; so that the least 
alteration in the size, quickness, or precision of its 
prinSitive stride transforms and regulates the whole 
course, as in a tree the structure of tlie first shoot 
determines the whole foliage, and governs the whole 
growth.^ When the Frenchman conceives an event 
or an object, he conceives quickly and distinctly ; there 
is no internal disturbance, no previous fermentation of 
confused and violent ideas, which, becoming concentrated 
and elabomted, end in a noisy outbreak. The movement 
of his intelligence is nimble and prompt like that of his 
limbs ; at once and without effort lie seizes upon his idea. 
But he seizes that alone ; he leaves on one side all the 
long entangling offshoots whereby it is entwined and 
twisted amongst its neighbouring ideas; he does not 
embaiTiiss himself with nor think of them ; he detaches, 
plucks, touches but slightly, and Uiat is all. He is 
deprived, or if you prefer it, he is exempt from those 
sudden half-visions which distui’b a man, and open up 
to him instantaneously vast deeps and far perspectives. 
Images are excited by internal commotion ; he, not being 
so moved, imagines not. He is only moved superficially ; 
he is without laige sympatliy ; he does not perceive an 
object as it is, complex and combined, but in parts, with 

* The idea of types is applicable throughout all physical aud moral 
usture. 
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a discuisive and superficial knowledge. That is why 
no race in Europe is less poetical. Let us Idbk at their 
epics ; none are more prosaic. They ale not wanting 
in number : Thi Song of Boland^ Oarin U Lokm'aiUi 
Ogior U Danoia} Berthe witx grands Fieds. There is a 
library of them. Though their manners are hemic and 
their spirit fresh, though they have originality, and 
deal with grand events, yet, spite of this, the narrative 
is as did! as that of the babbling Noiman chroniclers. 
Doubtless when Homer relates he is as clear as they 
are, and he develops as they do : but his magnificent 
titles of rosy-fingered Mom, the wide-bosomed Air, the 
divine and nourishing Earth, the earth-shaking Ocean, 
come in every instant and expand their purple bloom 
over the speeches and battles, and the grand abounding 
similes which interrupt the narrative teU of a people more 
inclined to enjoy beauty than to proceed straight to fact. 
But here we have facts, always facts, nothing but facts ; 
the Frenchman wants to know if the hero will kill the 
traitor, the lover wed the maiden ; he must not be ddayecl 
by poetry or painting. He advances nimbly to the end 
of the story, not dingering for dreams of the heart or 
wealth of landscape. Tliere is no splendour, no colour, 
in his narrative ; his style is quite bare, and without 
figures ; you may read ten thousand verses in these old 
poems without meeting one. Shall we open the most 
ancient,* the most original, the most eloquent, at the 
most moving point, the Song of .Boland, when Boland is 
dying ? The narrator is moved, and yet his language 
remains the same, smooth, accentless, so penetrated by 
the prosaic spirit, and so void of the poetic I He gives 
an abstract of motives, a summary of events, a series 

Daiioia is a contraction of le tFArdemms, from the Ardennes. —Ta 
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of causes for grief, a series of causes for consolation.* 
Kothing more. These men ragard the drciimstance or 
the action by •itself, and adhere to this view. Their 
idea remains exact, deai*, and simple, and does not raise 
up a similar image ,to be confused with the first, to 
colour or transform itself. It remains diy ; they conceive 

‘ Genin, Chcmaon dt Boland : 

Go sent Rollaus quo la mort le trespent, 

Devers la teste sur le quer li descent ; 

^ Desuz un pin i eat alct curant, 

Sur riierbe verte si est culchet adenz ; 

Desuz lui met I'esp^e et Volifau ; 

Tumat sa teste vers la palene gent. 

Pour 90 I'lit fait que il voelt veii'ement 
Que Carles diet e ti'estuto sa gent, 

Li gcntilz quens, qu'tl fut mort cunqudiiint. 

Clcimet sa culpe, e menut e suvent, 

Pur SOS pecchez eu puroffrid lo guant. 

Li quens Rollans se jut desuz uu pin, 

Envers Espaigno en ad turuet sun vis, 

De plusurs choses a romembrer le prist. 

Dl tantes terres cume li bers cunquist, 

De dulce France, des humes do sun ligu. 

Do Carlemague sun seignor ki Tnurrit. 

Ne poet muer n’eu plurt et no susprit. 

Mais lui meisme ne volt mettre en ubli. 

Clcimet sa culpe, si priet Dieu mercit : 

« Yeire pateme, ki unquea ne mentis, 

Seint Lazaron de mort resurrexis, 

Et Daniel des lions guaresis, 

Guaiis de mei Tarome de tuz perils. 

Pur lea pecchez que en ma vie fis.” 

Sun destre guant k Deu en pnroffrit 
Seint Gabriel de sa main Tod pria. 

Desur sun bras teneit k chef enclin, 

Juntes ses mains est alet k sa fin. 

Deus i tramist sun angle cherubin, 

Et seint Michel qu’on cleimet del p 4 ril 
Ensemble ad els seint Gabriel i vint; 
t , I/anme del cunte portent en poreis. 
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the divisions of the object one by one, witiiout ever 
collecting them, as tlie Saxons would, in an abrupt im- 
pas9ioned,glowing semi-vision. Nothing it more opposed 
to their genius than the genuine songs and profound 
h 3 nnns, such as the English monks were singing beneath 
the low vaults of their churches. Tliey would be dis- 
concerted by the unevenness and obscurity of such lan- 
guage. They are not capable of such an access of 
enthusiasm and such excess of emotion. They never 
cry out, they speak, or i-ather they converse, and that at 
moments when the soul, overwhelmed by its trouble 
might be expected to cease thinking and feeling. Thus 
Amis, in a mystery-play, being leprous, calmly requires 
Ms friend Aniille to slay his two sons, in order that their 
blood may heal him of his leprosy ; and Aniille replies 
still more calmly, ^ If ever they try to sing, even in 
heaven, "a roundelay high aud clear,” they will produce 
little rhymed arguments, as dull as the dullest talk.^ 


- Mon 1i'6s-chier ami dubouuaii-e, 

Vous m’avez uno chose ditte 
Qui u’est pas si faire petite 
Mais quo I'un doit moult resoiignier. 
Et noiipourquant, sauz csloiignier, 
Tuisque garison autrement 
Ne j)ovez avoir vmiement, 

Pour vosti-e amour les occiray, 

Et le sang vous apportoray. 

Yraiz Diex, inoidt est excellent^ 

Et do grant charite plaine, 

Yostre bont4 souvoraine. 

Car vostre gr&ce pr^sente, 

A touts personue humaine, 

Yniix Diex, moult est excellento, 
Paisqu'elle a cuer et entente, 

. Et que it oe desir ramaine 
Que du vous scrvii se intine. 
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Puisue this literature to its conclusion ; I'egard it, like 
that of th& Skalds, at the time of its decadence, when 
its vices, being exaggerated, display, like those of the 
Skalds, only still more strongly the kind of mind which 
produced it. The Skalds fall off into nonsense ; it loses 
itself into babble and platitude. The Saxon could not 
master his craving for exaltation ; the Frenchman could 
not restrain the volubility of his tongue. He is too diffuse 
and too clear ; the Saxon is too obscure and brief. The 
one was excessively agitated and carried away ; the other 
explains and develops without measure. From the 
twelfth century the Gestes spun out degenerate into 
rhapsodies and psalmodies of thirty or forty Uiousand 
verses. Theology enters into them ; poetry becomes an 
interminable, intolerable litany, where the ideas, ex- 
pounded, developed, and repeated ad infinitum, without 
one outburst of emotion or one touch of originality, flow 
like a clear and insipid stream, and send off their reader, 
by dint of their monotonous rhymes, into a comfortable 
slumber. What a deplorable abundance of distinct and 
facile ideas ! We meet with it again in the seventeenth 
century, in the literary gossip which took place at the 
feet of men of distinction ; it is the fault and the talent 
of the race. With this involuntary art of perceiving, 
and isolating instantaneously and clearly each part of 
every object, people can speak, even for speaking’s sake, 
and for ever. 

Such is the primitive process ; how will it be con- 
tinued ? Here appears a new trait in the French genius, 
the most valuable of all. It is necessary to compre- 
hension that the second idea shall be contiguous to the 
first ; otherwise that genius is thrown out of its courso 
and arrested; it cannot proceed by irregular bounds; 
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it must walk step by step, on a straight road ; order is 
innate in it; without study, and in the fiidt place, it 
disjoints and decomposes the object or event, however 
complicated and entangled it may be, and sets the 
pai'ts one by one in succession to each other, according 
to their natural connection. True, it is stUl in a state 
of barbarism ; yet its intelligence is a reasoning faculty, 
which spreads, though unwittingly. I^othing is more 
dear than the style of the old ^French narratives and of 
the earliest poems: we do not perceive that we are 
following a narrator, so easy is the gait, so even the road 
he opens to us, so smoothly and gradually every idea 
glides into the next ; and this is why he narrates so well. 
The chroniders Vdlehardouin, JoinviUe, Froissart, the 
fathers of prose, have an ease and clearness approached 
by none, and beyond all, a charm, a grace, which they 
had not to go out of their way to find. Grace is a 
national possession in France, and springs from the native 
ddicacy which has a horror of incongruities ; the instinct 
of Frenchmen avoids violent shocks in works of taste 
as well as in works of argument ; they desire that their 
sentiments and ideas shall harmonise, and not dash. 
Throughout they have this measured spirit, exquisitely 
refined.^ They take care, on a sad sulgect, not to push 
emotion to its limits ; they avoid big words. Think 
how JoinviUe relates in six lines the death of the poor 
sick priest who wished to finish cdebrating the mass, 
and "never more did sing, and died.” Open a mystery- 
play, Thiophdlus, or that of the Qvbem of Htmgary, for 
instance : when they are going to bum her and W child, 
she eays two short lines about "this gentle dew which is 
so pure an innocent,” nothing more. Take a fablia’^ 

^ See H. Taine, Za Ibntaine and hia FaZlu, p. IS. 
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eyen a dramatic one : when the penitent knight, who 
has undertaken to fiU'a barrel with his tears, dies in the 
heimit^s company, he asks from him only one last gift : 
"Do but embrace me, and then I’ll die in the arms of my 
friend.” Could a more touching sentiment be expressed 
in more sober language ? We must say of their poetry 
what is said of certain pictures : This is made out of 
nothing. Is there in the world anything more deli- 
cately graceful than the verses of Guillaume de Lorris ? 
Allegory clotlies his ideas so as to dim their too great 
brightness; ideal figures, half transparent^ float about 
the lover, luminous, yet in a cloud, and lead him amidst 
all the gentle and delicate-hued ideas to the rose, whose 
" sweet odour embalms all the plain.” This refinement 
goes so far, that in Thibaut of Cliampagne and in 
Charles of Orl(Sans it turns to affectation and insipidity. 
In them all impressions grow more slender ; the per- 
fume is so weak, that one often fails to catch it; on 
their knees before their lady they whisper their 
waggeries and conceits ; they love politely and wittily; 
they arrange ingeniously in a bouquet their "painted 
words,” all the flowers of "fresh and beautiful lan- 
guage ; ” they know how to mark fleeting ideas in their 
flight, soft melancholy, vague reverie; they are as 
dl^gant as talkative, and as charming as the most 
amiable abb^s of tlie eighteenth centuiy. This light- 
ness of touch is proper to the race, and appeaia as 
plainly under the armour and amid the massacres of 
the middle ages as amid the courtsies and the musk- 
scented, wadded coats of the last court You will find 
it in their colouring as in their sentiments. They are 
not struck by the magnificence of nature, they see only 
her pretty side ; they paint the beauty of a woman 
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a single featuie, which is only polite, saying, She is 
more gracious than the rose in May.” They do not 
experience the terrible emotion, ecstasy, Sudden oppres- 
sion of heart which is displayed in the poetry of 
neighbouring nations ; tliey say discreetly, She began 
to smile, which vastly became her.” They add, when 
they are in a descriptive humour, "that she had a 
sweet and perfumed bi'eatb,” and a body "white as 
new-fallen snow on a branch.” They do not aspire 
higher; beauty pleases, but does not transport them. 
They enjoy agreeable emotions, but are not fitted for 
deep sensations. The full rejuvenescence of being, the 
warm air of spring which renews and penetrates all 
existence, suggests but a pleasing couplet ; they remark 
in passing, " Now is winter gone, the hawthorn blossoms, 
the rose expands,” and so pass on about their businesa 
It is a light gladsomeness, soon gone, like that which 
an April landscape affords. For an instant the author 
glances at the mist of the streams rising about the 
willow trees, the pleasant vapoui* which imprisons the 
brightness of the morning; then, humming t. burden 
of a song, he returns to his narrative. He seeks 
amusement, and herein lies his power. 

In life, as in literature, it is pleasure he aims at, not 
sensual pleasure or emotion. He is lively, not voluptuous ; 
dainty, not a glutton. He takes love for a pastime, not 
for on ifitoxication. It is a pretty fruit which he plucks, 
tastes, and leaves. And we must remark yet further, that 
the best of the fruit in his eyes is the fact of its being for- 
bidden. He says to himself that he is duping a husband, 
that " he deceives a cruel woman, and thinks he ought 
to obtain a pope’s indulgence for the deed.”^ He wishes 

1 La Fontaine, GtnUes, Richard hfimttolo. 
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to be merry — ^it is the state he prefers, the end and aim 
of his life; and especially to laugh at other people. 
The short verse of his fabliaux gambols and leaps like a 
schoolboy released from school, over all things respected 
or respectable ; criticising the cliurch, women, the great, 
the monks. Scoffers, banterers, our fathers have abund- 
ance both of expression and matter; and the matter 
comes to them so naturally, tliat without culture, and 
surrounded by coarseness, they ai-c as delicate in their 
railleiy as the most refined. They touch upon ridicule 
lightly, they mock without emphasis, as it were inno- 
cently ; their style is so harmonious, tliat at first sight 
we make a mistake, and do not see any harm in it. 
They seem ai*tlesa ; they look so very demure ; only a 
word shows the imperceptible smile : it is the ass, for 
example, which they call the high priest, by reason of 
bis padded cassock and his serious air, and who gravely 
begins "to play the organ.” At the close of the 
history, the delicate sense of comicality has touched 
you, though you cannot say how. They do not call 
things by their names, especially in love matters ; they 
let you guess it ; they assume that you are as shaip and 
knowing as themselves.^ A man might discriminate, 
embellisli at times, perhaps refine upon them, but their 
first traits are incomparable. When the fox approaches 
the raven to steal the cheese, he begins as a- hypocrite, 
piously and cautiously, and as one of tlie family. He 
calls the raven his " good father Don Rohart, who sings 
so well;” he praises Ms voice, "so sweet and fine.” 
" You would be tlie best singer in the world if you 

* Parler lui vent d’une besegne 
Ok crois quo pext conqneir^rois 
Si la besogne voos nommois. 

VOL. I. £ 
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kept clear of nuts." Reynard is a rogue, an artist in 
the way of invention, not a mere glutton'; he loves 
roguery for its own sake ; he rejoices in his superiority, 
and draws out his mockery, "^en Tibert, the cat, by 
his counsel hung himself at the bell rope, wishing to 
ring it, he uses irony, enjoys and lelishes it, pretends 
to wax impatient with the poor fool whom he has 
caught, calls him proud, complains because the other 
does not answer, and because he wishes to rise to the 
clouds and visit the saints. And from beginning to 
end this long epic of Reynard the Fox is the same; 
the raillery never ceases, and never fails to be agreeable. 
Reynard has so much wit, that he is pardoned for 
everything. The necessity for laughter is national — 
so indigenous to the French, that a stranger cannot 
understand, and is sliocked by it. This pleasure does 
not resemble physical joy in any respect, which is to be 
despised for its gi'ossness ; on the contiury, it sharpens 
the intelligence, and brings to light many a delicate oi 
ticklish idea. The fabliaux are full of truths about men, 
and still more about women, about people of low rank, and 
still more aboufr those of high rank ; it is a method of 
philosophising by stealth and boldly, in spite of conven- 
tionalism, and in opposition to the powers that be. Tliis 
taste has notliing in common either with open satire, 
which is offensive because it is cruel ; on tlie contrary, 
it provokes good humour. We soon see that the jester 
is not ill-disposed, that he does not wish to wound : if 
he stings, it is as a bee, without venom ; an instant 
later he is not thinking of it ; if need be, he will take 
hjjhself as an object of his pleasantry ; all he wishes is 
to keep up in himsdf and in us sparkling and pleasing 
ideas. Do we not see here in advance an abstract of 
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the whole French literature, the incapacity for great 
poetry, the* sudden and durable perfection of prose, the 
excellence of a*ll the moods of conversation and elo- 
quence, the reign and tyranny of taste and method, the 
art and theory of development and arrangement, the 
gift of being measured, clear, amusing, and piquant? 
We have taught Europe how ideas fall into order, and 
which ideas are agreeable ; and tliis is what our French- 
men of the eleventh century arc about to teach their 
Saxbns during five or six centuries, first with tlie lance, 
next with the stick, next with the birch. 

IV. 

Consider, then, this Frenchman or Norman, this man 
from Anjou or Maine, who in his weU-knit coat of mail, 
with sword and lance, came to seek his fortune in Eng- 
land. Ho took the manor of some slain Saxon, and 
settled himself in it with his soldiers and comrades, gave 
them land, houses, the right of levying taxes, on condi- 
tion of their fighting under him and for him, as men-at- 
arms, marshals, standard-bearers ; it was a league in case 
of danger. In fact, they were in a hostile and conquered 
country, and they have to maintain themselves. Each 
one hastened to build for himself a place of refuge, castle 
or fortress,' well fortified, of solid stone, with narrow 
windows, strengthened with battlements, garrisoned by 
soldier's, pierced with loopholes. Then these men went to 
Salisbury, to tlie number of sixty thousand, all holders of 
land, having at least enough to maintain a man witli 
horse or arms. There, placing their hands in William's, 
flrey promised him fealty and assistance ; and the kingfs 
edict dedaied that they must be all united and bound 

* At King Stephen’s death there were 1116 castles. 
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together like brothers in aims, to defend and succoux 
each other. They are an armed colony/ stationary, 
like the Spartans amongst the Helots ; ‘and they make 
laws accordingly. When a Fi'enchman is found dead in 
any district, the inhabitants are to give up the murderer, 
or failing to do so, they must pay forty-seveu marks as a 
fine ; if the dead mao is English, it rests with the people 
of the place to prove it by the oath of four near relatives 
of the deceased. Tliey are to beware of killing a stag, 
boar, or fawn ; for an offence against the forest-laws they 
will lose their eyes. They have nothing of all their pro- 
perty assured to them except as alms, or on condition of 
paying tribute, or by taking the oath of allegiance. Here 
a free Saxon proprietor is made a body-slave on his o\vn 
estate.^ Here a noble and rich Saxon lady feels on her 
shoulder the weight of the hand of a Norman valet, W'ho 
is become by force her husband or her lover. There 
were Saxons of one sol, or of two sols, according to the 
sum which they gained for their masters; they sold 
them, hired them, worked them on joint account, like an 
ox or an ass. One Norman abbot has his Sa^on prede- 
cessors dug up, and their bones thrown without ihe gates. 
Another keeps men-at-arms, who bring his recalcitrant 
monks to reason by blows of their swords. Imagine, if you 
con, the pride of these new lords, conquerors, strangers, 
mastera, nourished by habits of violent activity, and by 
the savagery, ignorance, and passions of feudal life. 
"They thought they might do whatsoever they pleased,” 
say the old chronicders. "They shed blood indiscrimi- 
nately, snatched the morsel of bread from the mouth of 
the wretched, and seized upon all the money, the goods, 
the land.”* Thus " all the folk in the low country were 

' A. Tluerry, HisAoire la OmigtMe de VAngUterre, iL 

* William of Malroesbiiry. A. Thierry, li. 20. ia3>808 
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at great pains to seem humble before Tvo Taille-bois, and 
only to adUress him with one knee on tlie ground; 
but although they made a point of paying him eveiy 
honour, and giving him all and more than all which they 
owed him in the w’ay of rent and service, he harassed, 
tormented, tortured, imprisoned them, set his dogs upon 
their cattle, . . . broke the legs and backbones of their 
beasts of burden, . . and sent men to attack their 

servants on tlie road with sticks and swords.”^ Tlie 
Normans would not and could not bon*ow any idea or 
custom from such boors;® they despised them as coarse 
and stupid. Tliey stood amongst them, as the Spaniai‘ds 
amongst the Americana in the sixteenth century, superior 
in force and culture, more versed in letters, more expert 
in the arts of luxmy. They preserved tlieir manners 
and their speech, England, to all outward appearance 
— the court of the king, the castles of the nobles, the 
palaces of the bishops, the houses of the wealthy — was 
French ; and the Scandinavian j>eople, of whom sixty 
years ago tlie Saxon Icings used to have poems sung to 
th^, thought that the nation had forgotten its language, 
and treated it in tlieir laws as though it wore no longer 
their sister. 

It was a Frencli literature, then, which was at this 
time domiciled across the channel,® and the conquerors 
tried to make it purely French, purged from’ all Saxon 
alloy. They made such a point of this, that the nobles 
in the reign of Henry 11. sent their sons to Frajice, to 

* A. Tliieny. 

* “ In the yeai* 662,” says Warton, L 3, ” it was tlie common prac- 
tice of the Anglo-Saxons to send their youth to the monasteries of 
Fhmce for education ; and not only the language but the manners of 
the Trench were esteemed the most polite accomplishments.” 

> Warton, i. 6. 
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preserve them from barbarisms. "For two hundred 
years,” says Higden,^ “ children in scole, ^enst the 
usage and manir of all other nations beeth compelled 
for to leve hire own langage, and for to construe hir 
lessons and liire thynges in Frensche.” The statutes 
of the universities obliged the students to converse 
either in French or Latin. Gentihnen children beeth 
taught to speke Fr6ns<‘he from the tyme that tliey bith 
rokked in hire cradell; and uplondissche men will 
likne himself to gentylmen, and fondeth with greet 
besynesse for to speke Frensche.” Of course the poetry 
is French. The Norman brought his minstrel with 
him ; there was TaiJlefer, the jongleur, who sang the 
Song of Roland at the battle of Hastings ; Uiere was 
Adeline, the jongleuse, who received an estate in the 
partition which followed the Conquest. The Norman 
who ridiculed the Saxon kings, who dug up the Saxon 
saints, and cast them without the walls of the church, 
loved none but French ideas and verses. It was into 
French verse that Robert Wace rendered the legendary 
history of the England which was conquere^l, and the 
actual liistoiy of the Normandy in which he continued 
to live. Enter one of the abbeys where the minstrels 
come to sing, "where the clerks after dinner and 
supper read poems, the chronicles of kingdoms, the 
wonders of the world,”* you will only find Latin or 
Fren(^ verses, Latin or French prose. What becomes 


1 Treyisa’s tranalaiion of the Polycronycon. 

’ Statutes of foundation of New College^ Oxford. In the aibbqr of 
Olastonbury, in 1247 : lAber de exddio Trojes, geUa Mieardi regia, geala 
Aleaxmdri Meigni, etc. In the abbey of Peterborough : Amifa at 
Amelion, Sir TriOom, Quy de Bowr^igne, geata OtucMa, ha praghMaa 
da Merlin, h ChorrUmagne de Tvayin, la daMnuMan dr TVois. sfe 
Warton, ikndam. 
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of English? Obscure, despised, we hear it no more, 
except in fhe mouths of degraded franklins, outlaws of 
the forest, swineherds, peasants, the lowest orders. It 
is no longer, or scarcely written ; gradually we find in 
the Saxon chronicle that the idiom alters, is extin- 
guished; the chronicle itself ceases within a century 
after the Conquest.' The people who have leisure or 
security enough to read or write are French ; for them 
autliors devise and compose; literatui-e always adapts 
itself to the taste of' tliose who can appreciate and pay 
for it. Even the English^ endeavour to write in 
French : thus Robert Grostete, in his allegorical poem 
on Christ ; Peter Langtoft, in his Chronicle of Enjglmd^ 
and in his Life of Thomas h Bechet ; Hugh de Rothe- 
land, in his poem of Eippomedon ; John Hoveden, and 
many others. Several write the first half of the verse 
in ^j^gUsh, and the second in French ; a strange sign 
of the ascendency which is moulding and oppressing 
them. Even in the fifteenth century,^ many of these 
poor folk are employed in this task; French is the 
language of the court, from it arose all poetry and 
elegance ; he is but a clodhopper who is inapt at that 
style. They a])p]y themselves to it as our old scholars 
did to Latin verses ; they are gaUicised us those were 
latinised, by constraint, with a sort of fear, knowing 
well that they are but schoolboys and provincials. 
Gower, one of their best poets, at the end of his French 
works, excuses himself humbly for not having "de 
Fran^ais la faconde. Pardonnez moi," he says, "que 
de ce je foisvoie ; je suis Anglais.” 

* In 1164. > Warton, i. 72-78. 

* In 1400. Warton, iL 248. Gkiwer died in 1408 ; liia Frenob 
ballada belong to the end of the fourteenth century. 
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And yet, after all, neither the race nor the tongue 
has perished. It is necessary that the Norman should 
learn English, iu order to command his tenants; his 
Saxon wife speaks it to him, and liis sons receive it 
from the lips of their nurse; the contagion is strong, 
for he is obliged to send them to France, to preserve 
them from the jaigoii which on his domain threatens 
to overwhelm and spoil them. From generation to 
generation the contagion spreads ; they breathe it iu 
the air, with the foresters in the chase, the farmers in 
the field, tlic sailors on the ships : for these coame people, 
shut in by their animal existence, are not the kind to 
learn a foi*eign language ; by the simple weight of their 
dulness they impose their idiom on their conquerors, at all 
events such words as pertain to living things. Scholarly 
speech, the language of law, abstract and philosophical 
expressions, — in short, all words depending on reflec- 
tion and culture may be French, since there is nothing 
to prevent it This is just what happens ; these kind of 
ideas and this kind of speech are not understood by the 
commonalty, who, not being able to touch them, cannot 
change them. 'This produces a French, a colonial French, 
doubtless perverted, pronounced with closed moutli, with 
a contortion of the organs of speech, "after the school of 
Stratford-atte-Bow;” yet it is still French. On the 
other hand, as regards the speech employed about com- 
mon actions and visible objects, it is the people, the 
Saxons, who fix it; these living woixis are too firmly 
rooted in his experience to allow of being parted with, 
and thus the whole substance of the language comes 
from him. Here, then, we have the Norman who, slowly 
and constrainedly, speaks and understands English, a 
deformed, gallicised English, yet English, in sap and root ; 
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bufc he has taken his time about it, for it has required 
two centuries. It was only under Henry III. that the 
new tongue is complete, witli tlie new constitution ; and 
tliat, after the like fashion, by alliance and intermixture ; 
the buigesses come to take their scats in Parliament 
with the nobles, at the same time that Saxon words settle 
down in the language side by side with Pixjnch wowls. 

V. 

’ So was modern iiiiglish formed, by compromise, and 
the necessity of being understood. But we can well 
imagine that these nobles, even while speaking the rising 
dialect, have their hearts full of French tastes and ideas ; 
France remains the home of their mind, and the litera- 
ture which now begins, is but translation. IVanslators, 
copyists, imitators — there is nothing else. England is 
a distant province, which is to France what the United 
States were, thirty years ago, to Europe: she exports 
her wool, and imports her ideas. Open the Voyage and 
TravaUe of Sir John MaundevilU} the oldest prose- 
writer, tlie Villchardouin of the country : his book is 
but the translation of a translation.® He writes first in 
Latin, the language of scholars; then in Frendi,- the 

1 He wrote iu 1866, and died in 1372. 

^ *' And for nis moche as it is longc time passed tlint ther was no 
generalle Passa^ no Yyage over tlie See, and many Mm desiren for to 
here speke of the holy Loud, and han thereof gret Solace and Comfort, 

I, John Maundovyllo, Knyght, alle be it I be not woi'thi, that was born 
in Eitgloud, in the toAvn of Seynt-Albones, passed the See iu the Xeer of 
our Ijord Jesu-Crist 1322, in tlie Day of Seyut Michelle, and bidreto 
have been longo tyuic over the See, and have seyn and gon thorghe 
maaye dyvoree londos, awl many Provynccs. and Kiugdoines, and lies. 

And zee shulle undiratonde tliat 1 have put this Boke out of Latyn 
into Frensche, and translated it azen out of Frcnsche, into Englyssche. 
that every Man of my Nacioun may undirstonde it.” — Sir John Mmn 
dee&Ua Voyage and TravaUtt ed. Halliwell, 1866, prologue, p. 4. 
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language of society; finally he reflects, and discovers 
that the barons, his compatriots, by govemingthe Saxon 
churls, have ceased to speak their own* Norman, and 
that the rest of the nation never knew it ; he translates 
his manuscript into EngHsh, and, in addition, takes 
care to make it plain, feeling that he speaks to less ex- 
panded understandings. He says in French: — "11 
advint une fois que Miihomet allait dans une chapelle oh 
il y avait un saint ermite. 11 entra en la chapelle oh il 
y avait une petite huisserie et basse, et 4tait bien petite 
la chapelle; et alors devint la porte si grande quH 
semblait que ce fut la porte d’un palais.” 

He stops, corrects himself, wishes to explain himself 
better for his readers across the Channel, and says in 
English : — " And at the Desertes of Aiabye, he wente 
into a Chapelle where a Eremyte duelte. And whan he 
entred in to the ChapeUe that was but a lytUle and a 
low thing, and had but a lytill Dore and a low, than the 
Entree began to wexe so gret and so large, and so highe, 
as though it had ben of a gret Mynstre, or the Zate of 
a Paleys.” ^ You perceive that he amplifies, nad thinks 
himself bound po clinch and drive m three or four times 
in succession the same idea, in order to get it into an 
English brain ; his thought is drawn out, dulled, spoiled 
in ^e process. Like every copy, the new literature is 
mediocre, and repeats what it imitates, with fewer merits 
and greater faults. 

Let us see, then, what our Norman baron gets trans< 
lated for him ; first, the chronicles of Geofiroy Gaimai 

> Sir John MtmndwiUe'o Vbpagt and TramtHe, ed. Halliwdl, 1866, 
ziL pL 189. It is confessed that the original on which Waco dqiettded 
tm his ancient Sistory of England is tiie Latin oompOation of Qeoffirejf 
of Hanmoatli. 
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and Robert Wace, which consist of the fabulous histoiy 
of Engladd continued up to their day, a dull-rhymed 
rhapsody, turded into English in a rhapsody no less duU. 
The first Englishman who attempts it is Layamon,^ a 
monk of Eruely, still fettered in the old idiom, who 
sometimes happens to rhyme, sometimes fails, altogether 
barbarous and childish, unable to develop a continuous 
idea, babbling in little confused and incomplete phrases, 
after the fashion of the ancient Saxons; after liim a 
monk, Robert of Gloucester, ^ and a canon, Robert of 


^ Extract from the account of tlie proceedings at Arthur's coronation 
given by Layamon, in his translation of AVace, executed about 1180. 
Hadden's LayamoUt 1847, ii. p. 625, ^ poidm ; 


Tha the king igeten hofde 
And al his mon-wcorede, 
Tha bngen ut of burlige 
Thcincs swithe btilde. 

Alle tha kinges, 

And heore here-thringes. 

Alle tha biscopes. 

And alle tha claerckes, 

All the eorles. 

And alle tha beorues. 

Alle tha theines, 

Alle the sweines, 

Feire iscrudde, 

Helde geoud telde. 

Summe heo guiineu eeruen, 
Somme heo gunnen umen, 
Summe heo gunnen lepeu, 
Summe heo gunnen sceoteu, 
Summe heo wrsestleden 
And wither-gome luakeden, 
Snmme heo on uelde 
Pleouweden under scelde, 
Summe heo driven balles 
Wide geond tha feldes. 


Alonianes kunnes gomen 
Ther heo gunnen driuen. 

And wha swa mihte iwinne 
Wurthscipe of his gomene, 
Hine me laddo mid songo 
At foren than leoil kingo ; 

And the king, for his gomene, 
Gaf him geven gode. 

Alle tha queue 

The ienmen wcoren there^ 

And alle tha lafdios, 

Leoneden geond uralles, 

To bihaldeu the dngethen, 

And that folc plssie. 

This iheste threo dagea, 

Svulo gomes and swulc pleeges, 
Tha, at than veorthe dieie 
The king gon to spekene 
And agsf hia goden cnihten 
All heote rihten ; 

He gef seolver, he gaef gold, 

He gef hors, he gef loud, 
Castles, and clcsthes eke ; 

His monnen he iqosiids. 


9 After 1297. 
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Brunne, both as insipid and clear as tlieir Prench 
models, having become gallicised, and adopted'the signi- 
ficant characteristic of the race, namely, the faculty and 
habit of easy narration, of seeing moving spectacles 
without deep emotion, of writing prosaic poetry, of dis- 
coursing and developing, of believing that phrases ending 
in the same sounds form real poetry. Our honest 
English versifiers, like il air preceptors in Normandy and 
llo-de-Prance, garnished with rhymes their dissertations 
and histories, and called them poems. At this epoch, in 
fact, on the Continent, the whole lejirning of the schools 
descends into the street; and Jean de Meung, in his 
poem of l(L Rose, is the most tedious of doctors. So in 
England, Robert of Brunne tran.sposes into verse the 
Manuel des PichAs of Bishop Grostfite; Adam Davie,* 
certain Scripture histories ; Hampole ^ composes the 
Pirieke of Conscience. Tiie titles alone make one yawn : 
what of the text ? 

“Mankyude mad ys to do Goddus ^^yllc, 

And olle Hys byddyiigus to fulfille ; 

For of al Hys inakyng more niid les, 

Man most jn-incipal creature es. 

Al that He made for man hit was done, 

As ye schal here after sone."® 

There is a poem ! You did not thiuk so ; call it a ser- 
mon, if you will give it its proper name. Tt goes on, 
well divided, well prolonged, flowing, but void of 
meaning ; the literature which surrounds and resembles 
it bears witness of its origin by its loquacity and its 
oleamess. 

It bears witness to it by other and more agreeable 


* About 1812. 


» About 1349. 


» Warton, ii 86. 
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features. Here and there we find divergences more oi 
less awk\rard into the domain of genius ; for instance, a 
ballad full of quips against Richard, King of the Romans, 
who was taken nt the battle of Lewes. Sometimes, 
cliarm is not lacking, nor sweetness eitlier. No one lias 
ever spoken so bright and so well to the ladies as the 
French of the Continent, and they have not quite for- 
gotten this talent while settling in England. You per- 
ceive it readily in the miinner in which they celebrate 
the Viigin. Nothing could be more different from the 
Saxon sentiment, which is altogether biblical, than the 
chivalric adoration of the sovereign Lady, the fascinat- 
ing Virgin and Saint, who was the real deity of the 
middle ages. It breathes in tliis pleasing hymn : 

“ Blessed beo thu, lavedi, 

Fill of hovene blisse ; 

Swete flur of parais, 

Moder of milternisse. . . . 

I-blessed l»eo thu, Lavedi, 

So fair and so briht ; 

A1 iiiin hope ls iippori the, 

Bi day and hi nicht. . . . 

Bricht and scene queii of s^orre, 

So me Uht and lere. 

In this false fikelo world, 

So me led and steore.”' 

There is but a short and easy step between this tender 
worship of the Virgin and the sentiments of the court of 
love. The English rhymesters take it ; and wlien they 
wish to praise their earthly mistresses, they borrow, hero 
as elsewhere, the ideas and the very form of French 

' Time of Henry 111., Beligyioi AitMquicB, edited by Memn. Wright 
md Halliwell, L 102. 
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vena One compares his lady to all kinds of precious 
stones and flowers ; others sing truly amorouS songs, at 
times eensual : * 

“ Bytuene Mershe and Aiieril, 

W}ien spray higinneth to springe^ 

Tho hitcl foul hath hire wyl 
On hyre liwl to synge, 

Ich libbe in louelonginge 
For semlokest of alle thynge. 

He may rao blysse bringe, 
loham in hire Imuiuloun. 

An bendy hap idiabbc yhcnt, 

Ichot from heuene it is me sent. 

From alio wymmeii my love is lenl^ 

And lyht on Alisoun.”' 

Another sings : 

Suete lemmon, y preye the, of loue ono speche, 

Whil y lyue in world so wyde other nulle y seche. 

With thy loue, my suete leof, mi bliss thou mihtcs eche 
A suete cos of thy mouth mihte be my leche.”® 

Is not tliis the lively and warm imagination of the soutli ? 
they speak of springtime and of love, " the fine and lovely 
weather,” like trouvh'es, even like iroubadoura. The 
dirty, smoke-grimed cottage, the black feudal castle, 
where all but the master lie higgledy-piggledy on the 
straw in the great stone hall, the cold rain, the muddy 
earth, make tho return of the sun and the warm air 
delicious. 

“ Sumer is i-cumen in, 

Liiude sing cuccu : 

Groweth sed, and blowcth med, 

And springcth the wde mi. 


* About 1278. Warton, L 28. 


« /UAi 81. 
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Sing cuccu, cuccu. 

Awo bleteth after lomb, 

• Llouth after colue cu, 

BuUuc Btertoth, bucke vertetb : 

Murie sing cuccu, 

Cuccu, cuccu. 

Wei singes thu cuccu , 

Ne swik tlm nauer nu. 

Sing, cuccu nil, 

Suig, cuccu. ^ 

Here are glowing pictures, such as Guillaume de Jx)rriB 
was writing, at the same time, even richer and more life- 
like, perhaps because the poet found here for inspiration 
that love of countiy life which in England is deep and 
national. Others, more imitative, attempt pleasantries 
like those of Rutebeuf and the fabliaux, frank quips,® and 
even satirical loose waggeries. Their true aim and end 
is to hit out at the monks. In every French country or 
country which imitates France, the most manifest use 
of convents is to furnish material for sprightly and 
scandalous stories. One MTites, for instance, of the 
kind of life the monks lead at the abbey of Cocague : 

“ There is a wcl fail* abbei, 

Of white iDonkes and of grei. 

Ther beth bowris and holies : 

A1 of pasteiis beth the wallis, 

Of ilcis, of fissc, and rich met. 

The likfullist that man may et. 

Flurcn cakes beth the schingles alle. 

Of ohcrclie, cloister, boure, and hallo. 

, ' * Warton, i. 30. 

* Fom of tht Owl mi NigMingaht who dispute as to which hos the 
fmest voice. 
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The piuiics beth fat podingea 
Rich met to princes and kinges. . •. 

Though paradis be iiiiri and bright 
Ookaigii is of fairir sight. . . . 

Anotlier abbei is therbij 
Forsoth a gret fair uuunerie. . . 

When the somcris dai is hote 
The youDif iiunues takith a bote . 

And doth ham fortli in that river 
Both with ores and with stere. . . 

And encli monk him takith on, 

Arid siiellich berrith forth har prei 
To the mochil grei abbei, 

And techith the uuunes an oreisun, 

With iimiblene up and down.” 

Thia is the triumph of gluttony and feeding. ]\'roreover 
many things could bo mentioned in tlie middle ages, 
which are now unmentionable. But it was the poems 
of chivalry which represented to him the bright side of 
his own mode of life, that the baron preferred to have 
translated. He desired that his irmvohre should set 
before his eyes the magnificence which he displayed, 
and the luxury *and enjoyments whicli he has introduced 
from France. Life at that time, witliout and even 
during war, was a great pageant, a brilliant and tumultu- 
ous kind of fete. When Henry 11. travelled, he took 
with Jiim a groat number of horsemen, foot-soldiera, 
baggage-waggons, tents, pack-horses, comedians, courte- 
sans, and their overseers, cooks, confectioners, posture* 
makers, dancers, barbers, go-betweens, hangers-on.' In 
the morning when they start, the assemblage begins to 
shout, sing, hustle each other, make racket and rout, 


* LetUir of Fttter uf Ulois. 
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** as if hell were let loose.** William Longchamps, even 
in time of* peace, would not travel without a thousand 
horses by waj*of escort When Archbishop t Becket 
came to France, he entered tiie town with two hundred 
knights, a number of barons and nobles, and an army 
of servants, all richly armed and equipped, he himself 
being provided with four-and-twenty suits ; two hun- 
dred and fifty children walked in front, singing national 
songs ; then dogs, then carriages, then a dozen pack- 
horses, each ridden by an ape ami a man ; then equerries 
with shields and war-horses ; then more equerries, fal- 
coners, a suite of domestics, knights, priests ; lastly, the 
archbishop himself, with his private friends. Imagine 
these processions, and also these entertainments ; for the 
Normans, after the Conquest, " borrowed from the Saxons 
the habit of excess in eating and drinking.'*^ At the 
marriage of Richard Plantagenet, Earl of Cornwall, 
they provided thirty thousand dishes.^ They also con- 
tinued to be gallant, and punctiliously performed the 
great precept of the love courts; for in the middle 
age the sense of love was no more idle than the others. 
Moreover, tournaments were plentiful ; a sort of 
opera prepared for their own entertainment So ran 
their life, full of adventure and adornment, in the open 
air and in the sunlight, with show of cavalcades and 
arms ; they act a pageant, and act it with enjoyment 
Thus the King of Scots, having come to London with a 

> William of Malmesbury. 

* At the installation-feast of George Nevill, Archbishop of York, 
Gie brother of Guy of Warwick, th»e were consumed, 104 oxen and 6 
wild bnll% 1000 sheep, 304 calves, as many hogs, 2000 swine, 600 stsgs^ 
bnt^ and does, 204 kids, 22,802 wild or tame fowl, 800 quarters cf 
emn, 300 tuns of ale, 100 of wine^ a pipe of hypocros, 12 porpoises and 
seals. 
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hundred knights, at the coronation of Edward I., they all 
dismounted, and made over their horses and superb 
caparisons to the people ; as did also'fivb English lords, 
imitating their example. In the midst of war they took 
their pleasure. Edward III., in one of his expeditions 
against the King of France, took with him thirty fal- 
coners, and made his campaign alternately hunting and 
fighting.' Another time, says Froissart, the knights 
who joined the army carried a plaster over one eye, 
having vowed not to remove it until they had performed 
an exploit worthy of their mistresses. Out of the very 
exuberancy of spirit they practised the art of poetry ; 
out of the buoyancy of their imagination they made a 
sport of life. Edward III. built at Windsor a hall and 
a round table ; and at one of his tourneys in London, 
sixty ladies, seated on palfreys, led, as in a fairy tale, 
each her knight by a golden chain. Was not this the 
triumph of tlie gallant and frivolous French fashions ? 
Edward’s wife Philippa sat as a model to the artists for 
their Madonnas. She appeared on the field of battle ; 
listened to Froissart, who provided her with moral-plays, 
love-stories, *and " things fair to listen to.” At once 
goddess, heroine, and scholar, and all this so agreeably, 
was she not a true queen of refined chivalry ? Now, as 
also in France under Louis of Orleans and the Dukes 
of Burgundy, this most elegant and romanesque civilisa- 
tion came into full bloom, void of common sense, 
given up to passion, bent on pleasure, immoral and 
brilliant, but, like its neighbours of Italy and Ptovence, 
for lack of serious intention, it could not last. 

Of all these marvels the narrators make display, in 

^ These prodigalifies and refinements grew to ezcees under his grana- 
son Biohaid II. 
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their stories. Here is a picture of the vessel which 
took the mothOT of King Bichard into England ; — 

** SAvlk on ne seygh they never non ; 

All it was whyt of huel-bon, 

And every nayl with gold begrave : 

Off pure gold was the stave. 

Her mast was of yvory ; 

Off samyte the sayl wytterly. 

Her ropes wer off tuely sylk, 

A1 so wliyt as ony mylk. 

That noble schyp was al withoute, 

With clothys of golde sprede abonte ; 

And her loof and her wyndas, 

Off asure forsothe it was.’*^ 

On such subjects they /lever run dry. When the 
King of Hungary wishes to console his affUcted daughter, 
he proposes to take her to the chase in the following 
style ; — 

To-morrow ye shall in hunting faro : 

And ride, my daughter, in a chair ; 

It shall be covered with velvet red. 

And cloths of fine £^ld all about your bead, 

With damask white and azure blue, 

Well diapered with lilies new. 

Your pommels shall be ended with gold, 

Your chains enamelled many a foldj 
Your mantle of rich degree, 

Purple pall and ermine free. 

Jennets of Spain that ben so light, 

Trapped to the grmmd with velvet bright. 

Ye shall have harp, sautiy, and song, 

And other mirths you among. 

Warton, L 156. 
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Ye shall have Rumney aad Malespine, 
Both hippocras and Vemage wine ; * 

Montrese and wine of Greek, ' 

Both AJgrade and despice ek^ 

Antioch and Basterde, 

Pyment also and gamarde ; 

Wine of Greek and Muscadel, 

Both dare, pyment, and Rochelle, 

The reed 3 'our stomach to defy, 

And pots of osey set you by. 

You shall have venison ybake, 

Tiie best wild fowl that may be take; 

A leish of harehound with you to streek, 
And hart, and hind, and other like. 

Ye shall be set at such a tiyst, 

That hart and hynd shall come to you fist 
Your disease to driye you fro, 

To hear the bugles there yblow. 

Homeward thus shall ye ride. 

On hawking by the river’s side. 

With gosshawk and with gentle falcon, 
With bugle-hom and merlion. 

When you come home yotir menie among, 
Ye* shall have revel, dance, and song ; 
Little children, great and small. 

Shall sing as does the nightingale. 

Then shall ye go to your evensong, 

With tenors and trebles among. 

Threescore of copes of damask bright, 

Full of pearls th^ shall be pight 
Your censors shall be of gold, 

Indent with azure many a fold ; 

Your quire nor organ song shall want, 
With contre-note and descant 
The other half on organs playing, 

With young children ^1 &in singing. 
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Then shall ye go to your supper, 
sit in tents in green arber, 

With cloth of arras pight to the ground 
With sapphires set of diamond. 

A hundred knights, truly told, 

Shall play vith bowls in alleys cold. 

Your disease to drive away ; 

To dee the fishes in pools play, 

To a drawbridge then shall ye, 

Th’ one half of stone, tif other of tree ; 

A barge shall meet you full right. 

With twenty-four oars full bright, 

With trumpets and with clarion, 

The fresh water to row up aud down. . . , 
Forty torches burning bright 
At your bridge to bring you light. 

Into your chamber they shall you bring, 
With much mirth and more liking. 

Your blankets shall be of fustian. 

Your sheets shall be of cloth of Rennes. 
Your head sheet shall be of pcry pight, 
With diamonds set and rubies bright. 

When you are laid in bed so soft, 

A cage of gold shall hang aloft. 

With long paper fair burning, 

And cloves that be sweet smeUing. 
Frankincense and olibanum, 

That when ye sleep tlie taste may come ; 
And if ye no rest can take. 

All night nunstrels for you shall wake.” ‘ 


Amid such fancies and splendours the poets delight 
and lose themselves ; and the woof, like the embroideries 
of their canvas, bears the mark of this love of deco* 


' Warton, i. 170, spelling modemiBed. 
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ration. They weave it out of adventures, of extraordi- 
nary and surprising events. Now it is the life of King 
Horn, who, thrown into a boat when a lad, is wrecked 
upon the coast of England, and, becoming a knight, re- 
conquers the kingdom of his father. Now it is the 
history of Sir Guy, who rescues enchanted knights, cuts 
down the giant Colbrond, challenges and kills the Sultan 
in his tent It is no'j for me to recount these poems, 
which are not English, but only translations ; still, here 
as in France, there are many of them; they fill the 
imagination of the young society, and they grow in 
exaggeration, until, falling to the lowest depth of in- 
sipidity and improbability, they are buried for ever by 
Cervantes. What would people say of a society which 
nad no Literature but the opera with its unrealities? 
Yet it was a literature of this kind which formed the 
intellectual food of the middle ages. People then 
did not ask for truth, but entertainment, and that 
vehement and hollow, full of glare and startling events. 
They asked for impossible voyages, extravagant chal- 
lenges, a racket of contests, a confusion of mtiguificence 
and entanglemebt of chances. For introspective history 
they had no liking, oared nothing for the adventures of 
the heart, devoted their attention to the outsida They 
remained children to tlie last, with eyes glued to a series 
of exaggerated and coloured images, and, for lack of 
thinking, did not perceive that they hod learnt nothing. 

What was there beneath this fanciful dream ? Bnital 
and evil human passions, unchained at first by religious 
fury, then delivered up to their own devices, and, 
beneath a show of external courtesy, as vile as ever. 
Look at the popular king, Richard Coe\ir de Lion, and 
reckon up his butcheries and murders : “ King Richard,” 
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says a poem, “ is the best king ever mentioned in song.’'^ 
I have no*objection ; but if he has the heart of a lion, 
he has also that brute’s appetite. One day, under the 
walls of Acre, being convalescent, he had a gi'eat desire 
for some pork. There was no pork. They killed a 
young Saracen, fresh and tender, cooked and salted 
him, and the king ate him and found liiiii very good ; 
whereupon he desired to see the head of the pig. 
The cook brought jt in trembling. The king falls a 
laughing, and says the army has nothing to fear from 
famine, having provisions ready at hand. He takes 
the town, and presently Saladin’s ambassadors come to 
sue for pardon for the prisoners. Richard has thirty 
of the most noble beheaded, and bids his cook boil the 
heads, and serve one to each ambassador, with a ticket 
bearing the name and family of the dead man. Mean- 
while, in their presence, he eats his own with a relish, bids 
them tell Saladin how the Christians make war, and ask 
him if it is true that they fear him. Then he orders the 
sixty thousand prisoners to be led into the plain : 

“ They were led into the place full even. 

There they heard angels of heaven ; 

They said : “ Seigneures, tuez, tuez ! 

S^jares hem nought, and beheadeth these !” 

King Richard heard the angels’ voice, 

And thanked God and the holy cross." 

Thereupon they behead them all When he took a town, 
it was his wont to murder every one, even children and 
women. Such was the devotion of the middle ages, 
not only in romances, as here, but in history. At the 
* Woi ton, L 123 : 

*' lu Frannce these rhymes were wroht, 

Every Englyshe ne know it not'* 



136 


THE SOURCE. 


BOOK I. 


taking of Jerusalem the whole population, seventy 
thousand persons, were massacred. ' 

Thus even in chivalrous stories the fierce and 
unbridled instincts of the bloodthirsty brute break out. 
The authentic narratives show it. Henry II. irritated 
at a page, attempted to tear out his eyes.^ John 
Lackland let twenty-thtee hostages die in prison of 
hunger. Edward II. caused at one time twenty-eight 
nobles to be hanged and disembowelled, and was himself 
put to deatli by the insertion of a red-hot iron into his 
bowels. Look in Froissart for the debaucheries and mur- 
ders in France as weU as in England, of the Hundred 
Years’ War, and then for the slaughters of the Wars of 
the Roses. In both countries feudal independence ended 
in civil war, and the middle age founders under its vices. 
Chivalrous courtesy, which cloaked the native ferocity, 
disappears like some hangings suddenly consumed by 
the breaking out of a fire ; at that time in England 
they killed nobles in preference, and prisoners too, even 
children, with insults, in cold blood. What, then, did 
man learn in this civilisation and by this literature t 
How was ho humanised? What precepts of justice, 
habits of reflection, store of true judgments, did this 
culture inteipose between his desires and his actions, 
in order to moderate his passion? He dreamed, he 
imagined a sort of elegant ceremonial in order the bettei 
to address loi^s and ladies; he discovered the gallant 
code of little Jehan de Saintrd. But where is the true 
education ? Wherein has Froissart profited by all his 
vast experience ? He was a fine specimen of a babbling 
child ; what they cidled his poesy, the Theme, is 
only a refined gabble, a senile puerility. Some rhetO' 

> See Linganl's History, iL 56, note 4 .-~Tb. 
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ricians, like Christine de Pisan, try to round their periods 
after an axfbient model ; but all their literature amounts 
to nothing. No one can think. Sir John Maundeville, 
who travelled all over the world a hundred and fifty 
years after Villehardouin, is as contracted in his ideas 
as Villehardouin himself. Extraordinary legends and 
fables, every sort of creduUty and ignorance, abound in 
his book. When he wishes to explain why Palestine 
has passed into the hands of various possessors instead 
of continuing under one government, he says that it is 
because God would not that it should continue longer 
in the hands of traitors and sinners, whether Christians 
or others. He has seen at Jerusalem, on the steps of 
the temple, the footmarks of the ass which our lord rode 
on Palm Sunday. He describes the Ethiopians as "a 
people who have only one foot, but so large that they 
can make use of it as a parasol. He instances one 
island "where be people as big as gyants, of 28 feet 
long, and have no cloathing but beasts’ skins ; ” then 
another island, "where there are many evil and foul 
T^^omen, but have precious stones in their eyes, and 
nave such force that if they behold any man with wrath, 
they slay him with beholding, as the basilisk doth.” 
The good mao relates ; that is all : doubt and common 
sense scarcely exist in the world he lives in. He has 
neither judgment nor reflection ; he piles facts one on 
top of another, with no further connection ; his book is 
simply a miiTor which reproduces I'ecollectious of his 
eyes and ears. "And all tliose who will say a Pater 
and an Ave Maria in my behalf, 1 give them an interest 
uid a share in all the My pilgrimages 1 ever made in 
my life.” That is his farewell, and accords with aU 
the resti Neither public morality nor public knowledge 
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has gained anything from these three centuries of cul- 
ture. This French culture, copied in vain throughout 
Europe, has but superdcially adorned mahkind, and the 
varnish with which it decked them, is already tarnished 
eveiywhere or scales off. It was worse in England, 
where the tiling was more superficial and the application 
worse than in France, where foreign hands laid it on, and 
where it could only ha if cover the Saxon crust, where 
that crust was worn away and rough. That is the 
reason why, during three centuries, throughout the whole 
first feudal age, the literature of the Normans in 
England, made up of imitations, translations, and clumsy 
copies, ends in nothing. 


VT. 

Meantime, what has become of the conquered people ? 
Has the old stock, on wliich the brilliant continental 
flowers were grafted, engendered no litoraiy shoot of its 
own ? Did it continue baiTen during all this time under 
the Norman axe, which stripped it of all its buds ? It 
grew very feebly, but it grew nevertheless. The subju- 
gated race is not a dismembered nation, dislocated, 
uprooted, sluggish, like the populations of the Continent, 
which, after the long Homan oppression, weip given up 
to the unrestrained invasion of barbarians ; it increased, 
remained fixed in its own soil, full of sap ; its members 
were not displaced ; it was simply lopped in order to 
receive on its crown a cluster of foreign branches. True, 
it had suffered, but at last the wound closed, the siq)s 
mingled. Even the hard, stiff ligatures with which the 
Conqueror bound it, henceforth contributed to its fixity 
and vigour. The land was mapped out ; every title veri< 
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fied, defined in writing;^ every right or tenure valued; 
every maif registered as to his locality^ and also his con- 
dition, duties/ descent, and resources, so that the whole 
nation was enveloped in a network of which not a mesh 
would break. Its future development had to be within 
these limits. Its constitution was settled, and in this posi- 
tive and stringent enclosure men were compelled to un- 
fold themselves and to act. Solidarity and strife ; these 
were the two effects of the great and orderly establishment 
which shaped and held together, on one side the aristo- 
cracy of the conquerors, on the other tlie conquered people; 
even as in Rome tlie systematic fusing of conquered 
peoples into the plebs, and the constrained oiganisation of 
the patricians in contrast with the plebs, enrelled the 
private individuals in two orders, whose opposition and 
union fonued the state. Thus, here as in Rome, the 
national character was moulded and completed by the 
habit of corporate action, the respect for written law, 
political and practical aptitude, the development of 
combative and patient energy. It was the Domesday 
Book which, binding this young society in a rigid dis- 
cipline, made of the Saxon the Englisliman of our own 
day. 

Gradually and slowly, amidst the gloomy complain- 
ings of the chroniclers, we find the new man fashioned by 
action, like a child who cries because steel stays, though 
they improve his figure, give him pain. However 
reduced and downtrodden the Saxons were, they did not 

' Domesday Book. Fi oude’a of England^ 1868, i. 18 : 

*^Throu^ all these arrangemeuts a shi^e aim is visible, that every 
mtih in England should have his definite place and definite duty assigned 
tp 'him, and that no human being should be at liberty to lead at his own 
pleasure an unaccountable existence. The discipline of an army was 
tranaforred to the details of social life." 
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all sink into the populace. Some,^ almost in eveiy 
county, remained lords of their estates, on Uie condi- 
tion of doing homage for them to the king. Many 
became vassals of Norman barons, and remained proprie- 
tors on this condition. A greater number became 
socagers, that is, free proprietors, burdened with a tax, 
but possessed of the right of alienating their property ; 
and the Saxon villeins found patrons in these, as the 
plebs formeily did in tlie Italian nobles who were trans- 
planted to Kome. The patronage of the Saxons who 
preserved their integial position was effective, for 
they were not isolated : marriages from tlie first uniteil 
the two races, as it had tlie patricians and plebeians of 
Rome a Norman brother-in-law to a Saxon, defended 
himself in defending him. In those turbulent times, 
and in an anned community, relatives and allies were 
obliged to stand shoulder to shoidder in order to keep their 
ground. After all, it was necessary for the new-comers 
to consider their subjects, for these subjects had the 
heai't and courage of men ; the Saxons, like the plebeians 
at Rome, remembered their native rank and their origi- 
nal independence!! We can recognise it in the complaints 
and indignation of the chroniclers, in the growling and 
menaces of popular revolt, in the long bitterness with 
which they continually recalled their ancient liberty, in 

^ Domesday Book, “ tenants-in-chief.” 

9 According to Ailred (temp. Hen. 11.), *' a king, many bishops and 
abbots, many great earls and noble knights descended both from Eng^lidi 
and Norman blood, constituted a support to tlie one and an honour tc 
the other.” ” At pi-csent,” says another anthor of the same period, 
"as the English and Normans dwell together, and have constautty, 
intermarried, the two nations are so eompletdy mingled togethei; iSm 
at least as regards freemen, one can scarcely distinguish who is Norman 
and who Englidi. . . . The villeins attach^ to the soil,” he sAysagai#^ 
" are alone of pure Saxon blood.” 
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the favour with whiQb they cheiished the daring and 
rebellion of outlaws. Hiere were Saxon families at 
the end of the twelfth century, who had bound them- 
selves by a perpetual vow, to wear long beards from 
father to son in memory of the national custom and of 
the old country. Sucli men, even though fallen to the 
condition of socagers, even sunk into villeins, had a 
stiffer neck than the wretched colonists of the Continent, 
trodden down and moulded by four centuries of Roman 
taxation. By their feelings as well as by their condi- 
tion, they were the broken remains, but also the living 
elements, of a free people. They did not suffer the ex- 
tremities of oppression. They constituted the body of 
the nation, the laborious, courageous body which supplied 
its energy. The great barons felt that they must rely 
upon them in their resistance to the king. Very soon, 
in stipulating for themselves, they stipulated for all 
freemen,^ even for merclmnts and villeins. There- 
after " No merchant shall be dispossessed of his mer- 
chandise, no villein of the instruments of his labour; 
no freeman, merchant, or villein shall be taxed unreason- 
ably for a small crime ; no freeman shall be arrested, 
or imprisoned, or disseised of his land, or outlawed, or 
destroyed in any manner, but by the lawful judgment of 
his peers, or by the law of the land.” Thus protected 
they raise themselves and act. In each county there 
was a court, where all freeholders, small or great, came to 
deliberate about the municipal affairs, administer justice, 
imd appoint tax-asSessors. The red-bearded Saxon, with 
dear complexion and great white teeth, came and 
saie l:y the Norman’s side ; these were fiunklins like the 
one ^hom Chaucer describes : 

^ Maana Charta, 1215. 
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“ A FwaAelefa . 

White was his herdi,lia}| * 

Of his complexion he waniaii|g^ * 

Wei loved he by the mom a 8(^ in win, 

To liveu in delit was ever his wone, 

For he was Epicures owen sone, 

That held opinion that plein delit 
Was veraily felicite parfite. 

An housholder, and that a grete was he, 

Seint Julian he was in his contree. 

His brede, his ale, waa alway after on ; 

A better envyned man was no wher non. 

Withoiiten bake mete never was his hous. 

Of fish and flesh, and that so plenteous, 

It snewed in his hous of mete and drmke. 

Of all deiiitees that men coud of thinke ; 

After the soiidry sesous of the yere, 

So changed he his mete and his soupere. 

Ful many a fat naitiich had he in mewe, 

And many a breme, and many a luce in stewa 
Wo was his coke but if his sauce weio 
Poinant and sharpe, and redy all his gere 
His ta^le, doimant in his halie alway 
Stode rcdy covered alle the lunge day 
At sessions thei Mas he lord and sire 
Ful often time he was knight of the shira 
An anelace and a gipdeie all of silk, 

Heng at his girdle, white ob morwe milk. 

A shereve hadde he ben, and a contour. 

Was no wher swiche a worthy vavasour.” ' 


With him occasionally in the assembly, oftenest 
among the audience, were the yeomen, fhnnent, fotestpA 
tradesmen, his fellow-countiyz^, muacolar asid re«i9k^ 
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meikr slow^ioL the defence of their property, and in 
e^pordn^ him who would take their caa|e in hand, 
with voice, fist, and weapons. Is it likely that the 
discontent of such men to whom the following descrip- 
tion applies could he overlooked ? 

** The Miller was a stout carl for. the nonee, 

Fill bigge he was of braun and eke of bones ; 

That proved wel, for over all ther he came, 

At wrastling he wold here away the ram. 

He was short shuldered brode, a thikke gnarre, 

Ther n’as no dote, that he n'olde heve of bane. 

Or broke it at a reniiiiig with his hede. 

His herd as any sowe or fox was rede, 

And therto brode, as though it were a spade. 

Upon the cop right of his nose he hade 
A wert, and thereon stodo a tufite of heres, 

Bede as the biistlca of a sowes eres : 

His nose-thirles blacke were and wide. 

A swerd and bokeler bare he by his side. 

His mouth as wide was as a fomeLs, 

He was a jangler and a goliardeis, 

And that was most of sinue, and harlotries. 

Wei coude he stelen come and tollen tbiiea 
And yet he had a thomb of gold paide. * 

A white cote and a blew hode wered he. 

A hsggepipe wel coude he blowe and soune, 

Ahfi iherwithall he brought us out of toune." ' 

T3i<m are th,e athletic fonns, the square build, tlie 
joUy Jebn Bulls of the period, such as we yet find them, 
nourished by meat and porter, sustained by bodily ex- 
ercise and boxing. These are the men we must keep 
before us, if we will understand how political liheriy 

^ fVoTogue to (he OmUerhtrF TaXeo, il p. 17, 4 fi47. 
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has been established in this country. Gradually they 
find the simple knights, their colleagues in *the county 
court too poor to be present with the great barons at 
the royal assemblies, coalescing with them. They be> 
come united by communify of interests, by similarity of 
manners, by nearness of condition ; they take them for 
their representatives, they elect them.' They have now 
entered upon public li*e, and the advent of a new rein* 
forcement, gives tliem a perpetual standing in their 
changed condition. The towns laid waste by the Con- 
quest are gradually repeopled. They obtain or exact 
charters; the townsmen buy themselves out of the 
arbitrary taxes that were imposed on them ; they get 
possession of the land on which their houses are built ; 
they unite themselves under mayors and aldermen. 
Eacli town now, within the meshes of the great feudal 
net, is a power. The Earl of Leicester, rebeHing against 
the king, summons two burgesses from each town to 
Parliament,^ to authorise and support him. From that 
time the conquered race, both in country and town, rose 
to political life. If they were taxed, it was with their 
consent ; they ^aid nothing which they did not agree 
to. Early in the fourteenth century their united depu- 
ties composed the House of Commons ; and already, at 
the close of the preceding century, the Archbiidiop of 
Canterbury, speaking in the name of the king, said to 
the pope, “ It is the custom of the kingdom of*England, 
that in all affiiirs relating to the state of this kingdom, 
the advice of aU who are interested in them should be 
taken.” 

^ From 1214, and also in 1225 and 1264. Gnlzol^ Orfffin of (k$ 
R^maontaiivo Sy^tm in England, pp. 297-209. 


• In 1264. 



dBAP, IL 


THE NORMANa 


145 


VII. 

If they *have acquired liberties, it is because they 
have obtained* them by force; circumstances have 
assisted, but character has done more. The protection 
of the great barons and the alliance of the plain knights 
have strengthened them ; but it was by their native 
roughness and energy that they maintained their inde- 
pendence. Look at the contrast they offer at this 
moment to their neighbours. Wliat occupies the mind 
of the French people ? The fabliaux, the naughty tricks 
of Reynard, the art of deceiving Master Isengrin, of 
stealing his wife, of cheating him out of his dinner, of 
getting him beaten by^a third paity without danger to 
one’s self ; in short, the triumph of poverty and clever- 
ness over power united to folly. The popular hero is 
already the artful plebeian, chaffing, light-hearted, who, 
later on, will ripen into Panuige and Figaro, not apt to 
withstand you to your face, too sharp to care for great 
victories and habits of strife, inclined by the nimbleness 
of his wit to dodge round an obstacle ; if he but touch 
a man with the tip of his finger, that man tumbles into 
the trap. But here we have other customs : it is Robin 
Hood, a valiant outlaw, living free and bold m the green 
forest, waging frank and open war against sheriff and 
law.' If ever a man was popular in his countiy, it 
was ha It is he,” says an old historian, " whom the 
common people love so dearly to celebrate in games 
and comedies, and whose history, sung by fiddlers, inte- 
rests them more than any other.” In the sixteenth 
cantmy he still had his commemoration day, observed 
1^ all Uie people in the small towns and in the countiy. 
Bishop Latimer, making his pastoral tour, announc^ 

' Aug. Thierry, iv. 69. Bitson’s JloMt Mood, 1882. 
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one day that he would preach in a certain place. On 
the morrow, proceeding to the church, he found the 
doors closed, and waited more than an Hour before they 
brought him the key. At last a man came and said to 
him, “ Syr, thys ys a busye day with us ; we cannot 
heare you: it is Robyn Hoodes Daye. The parishe 
are gone abrode to gather for Robyn Hoodo. ... I was 
fayne there to gevo place to Robyn Hoode.”l The 
bishop was obliged to divest himself of his ecclesiasti* 
cal garments and proceed on his journey, leaving his 
place to archers dressed in green, who played on a 
rustic stage the parts of Robin Hood, Little John, and 
their band. In fact, he was the national hero. Saxon 
in the first place, and waging war against the men of 
law, against bishops and aichbishops, whose sway was 
so heavy ; generous, moreover, giving to a poor ruined 
knight clothes, horse, and money to buy baii the land 
he had pledged to a rapacious abbot ; compassionate too, 
and kind to the poor, enjoining his men not to injure 
yeomen and labourers ; but above all rash, bold, proud, 
who would go asid draw his bow before the sheriffs eyes 
and to his 'face ; ready with blows, whether to give or 
take^ He slew fourteen out of fifteen foi’esters who 
came to arrest him ; he slays tlie sheriff, the judge, the 
town gatekeeper ; he is ready to slay as many more as 
like to come ; and all this joyously, jovially, like as 
honest fellow who eats well; has a hard skin, lives in 
the open air, and revels in animal life. 

** In somer when the shawes be sheyne, 

And leves be huge and long, * 

Hit is fulle meiy in feyre foreste 
To here the fonlys semg." 

* Lat!iner*a Semimit ed. Arbcr, Sth Sermon, 1860, p. 178. 
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That is how many ballads b^gin ; and the fine weathei 
which mak*es the stags and oxen butt with their horns, 
inspires Ihem *with the thought of exchanging blows 
with sword or stick. Robin dreamed that two yeomen 
were thrashing him, and he wants to go and find them, 
angrily repelling Little John, who offers to go first : 

“ Ah John, by me thou settest noe store, 

And that I farley finde : 

How offt send I my men before, 

And tarry myselfe behinde 'i 

** It is no cunnin a knave to ken, 

An a man but heare him speake , 

An it wore not for bureting of my bowe, 

John, I thy head wold breake.” . . 

He goes alone, and meets the robust yeoman, (^uy of 
Gisborne : 

He that had ncyther beeue kythe nor kin, 

Might have seen a full fayre fight, 

To see how together these yeomen went 
With blades both browne and bright, 

“ To see how these yeomen together they fought 
Two howres of a summer’s day ; 

Yett neither Robin Hood nor sir Guy 
Thera fettletl to flye away.” - 

You see Guy the yeoman is as bfave as Robin Hood ; 
he came to seek him in the wood; and drew the liow 
almost as well as he. This -old popular poetry is not 
the praise of a single bandit, but of an entire class, thu 
yeomanry. " God haffe mersey on Robin Hodys solle, 

* Ritson, EaMn Hood Ballads, i. iv. «. 41-48. 

* Ibid. V. 148-162. 
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and safife all god yemauiy/* That is how many ballads 
end. The brave *yeoman, inured to blows, a good archer, 
clever at sword and stick, is the favourite, lliere were 
also redoubtable, armed townsfolk, accustomed to make 
use of their arms. Here they are at work : 

“ ‘ 0 that were a shame,’ said jolly Robin, 

‘ We being three, and thou but one,’ 

The pinder' leapt back then thirty good foot, 

’Twos thirty good foot and one. 

“ He leaned his back fast unto a thorn. 

And his foot against a stone, 

And there he fought a long summer’s day, 

A summer’s day so long. 

“ Till that theii* swords on their broad bucklers 

* Were broke fast into their hands.” ^ 

Often even Robin does not get the advantage : , 

“ ‘ I pass not for length,” bold Arthur mply'd, 

‘ My staff is of oke so free ; 

Eight foot and a half, it will knock doWit a calf, 
And I hope it will knock down thee.’ 

“ Then Robin could no longer forbear. 

He gave him such a knock. 

Quickly and soon the blood came down 
Before it was ten a clock. 

• 

“ Then Arthur he soon recovered himself. 

And gavtf him snch a knock on the crown, 

That from every side of bold Robin Hood’s head 
The blood came trickling down. 

* A pinder’s task was to pin the sheep in the fold, cattle in the pen- 
fold or pound (Riohaidson).— Tn. 

* Bitson, ii. 8, V. 17-26. 
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Then Kobiu raged like a wild boar, 

!Ab booh as be saw his own blood : 

Then Bland was in hast, he laid on so fast, 

As though he had been cleaving of wood. 

** And about and about and about they went, 

Like two wild bores in a chase, 

Striving to aim each other to maim, 

Leg, arm, or any other place. 

“ And knock for knock they lustily dciilt. 

Which held for two hours and mure, 

Till all the wood rang at every ban^, 

. They ply’d their work so sore. 

** * Hold thy hand, hold thy hand,’ said lk)bin Mood, 
And let thy quarrdi fall ; 

For here we may thrash our bones all to mesh, 
And get no coyn at ail. 

“ * And in the forrest of merry Sherwood, 

Hereafter thou slialt be free.’ 

* God a mercy for nought, my freedom 1 bought, 

1 may thank my staff, and not thee.’ ” ^ . . 

Fho are you, then ? ” says Kobin : 

** * I am a tanner,’ bold Arthur repl/d, 

* In Nottingham long I have wrought ; . 

And if thou’lt come there, I vow an(i swear, 

I will tan thy hide for nought’ ” 

** ‘ God a mercy, good follow,’ said jolly Robin, 

* Since thou art so kind and free ; 

And if thou wilt tan my bide for nought, 

I will do as much for theei* ” * 


I B&aan, it v. 68-8B. 


* im. V. 94.1Q1. 
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With these generous offers, they embrace ; a free ex- 
change of honest blows always prepares tlie way for 
fripndship. It was so Kobin Hood tried little John, 
whom he loved all his life after. Little John was 
seven feet high, and being on a bridge, would not give 
way. Honest Eobm would not use his bow agamst 
him, but went and cut a stick seven feet long; and 
they agreed amicably to fight on the bndge until one 
should fall into tlie watei. They fall to so merrily 
that "their bones ring** In the end Bobin falls, 
and he feels only the more respect for Little John. 
Another time, having a sword with him, ho was tlirashed 
by a tmker who had only a stick. Full of admiration, 
he gives him a hundred pounds. Again he was thi ashed 
by a potter, who refused him toll ; then by a shepherd. 
They light to wile away time Even now-a-days boxers 
give each other a friendly gnp before settmg to ; they 
knock one another about m this countiy honourably, 
without malice, fury, or shame. B((>ken teetli, black 
eyes, smashed ribs, do not call for murderous vengeance : 
it would seem that the bones are more solid and the 
nerves less sensitive in England than elsewhere. Blows 
once exchanged, they take each other by the hand, and 
dance together on the green grass , 

“ Then Robin took them both by the hands, 

' And danc’d round about the oke tree. 

* For throe meny men, and three meny men, 

And three merry men we be.* ’* 

Moreover, these people, in each parish, practised the 
bow every Sunday, and were the best archers in the 
world; from the dose of the fourteenth centozy 
the general emancipation of the villeins mnitaplied 
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their number greatly, and you can now understand 
how, amidfit all the operations and cliauges of the great 
central poweih, the liberty of tlie subject survived. 
After all, the only permanent and imalterable guarantee, 
in every country and under every constitution, is tliis 
unspoken declaration in tlie heart of the mass of the 
people, which is well understood on all sides : " If any 
man touches my property, enters my house, obstructs or 
molests me, let him beware. 1 have patience, but I 
have also strong arms, good comrades, a good blade, and, 
on occasion, a finn resolve, happen what may, to plunge 
my blade up to its liilt in his throat” 

VIII. 

Thus thought Sir John Fortescuo, Chancellor of England 
under Henry VI., exiled in Franco dining the Wars of 
the Roses, one of the oldest prose-writers, and the first 
who weighed and explained the constitution of his 
country.^ He says: 

It is cowardise and lack of hartes and corago that kepeth 
the Frenchinen from rysyng, and not povertye , ® which corage 
no Freuche man hath like to the English ni.in. It hath ben 
often seen in Eiiglond that i\j or iv thefes, for povertioy hath 
sett upon vfj or viij true men, and robbyd them al. But it 
hath not ben seen in Fraunce, that vij or viij thefes have ben 
hardy to robbe iij or iv trae men. Wherfor'it is right seld 
tiiot Frenchmen be haugyd for robberye, for that they have no 
hertys to do so terryble an acte. There be therfor mo men 

^ Th9 jOiiffenmci hehnem an Aiaoluie and limited Jfmarchy^A 
learned Goammdation of the Politic Law of England (Latin). 1 fre- 
quently quote ftom the second work, which is mote full and complete. 

* oonrage which finds ntterance here is coarse ; the Engltsh 
tnstinotB are ctnnbative and independent The French tece^ and the 
Ckrals gsneially, are perhaps the most reckless of life of any. 
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haogyd in Englond, in a yere, for robbciye and manslaughter, 
than ther be hangid in Fraunce for such cause of* ciime in vy 
yers.” ^ • 

This throws a startlmg and terrible liglit on the violent 
condition of this aimed community, where sudden 
attacks are an ever} day matter, and every one, rich and 
poor, lives with his hand on his sword. Thei*e were 
great bands of malefactors under Edward I , who infested 
the country, and fought with those who came to seize 
them. Tlie inhabitants of the towns were obliged to 
gather together with those of the neighbouring towns, 
with hue and cry, to pursue and capture them. Under 
Edward III. there were batons who rode about with 
armed escorts and aichers, seizing the manors, canying 
off ladies and girls of high degree, mutilating, killing, 
extorting lansoms fiom people in their own houses, as 
if they were in an enemy’s land, and sometimes coming 
before the judges at the sessions in such guise and in 
so great force that the judges were afiaid and dared not 
administer justice.^ Head the letters of the Fasten 
family, under Henry VI. and Edward IV., and you will 
see how private war was at every door, how it was 
necessary for a man to pixivide himself with men and 
arms, to be on the alert for defence of his property, to be 
self-reliant, to depend on his own strength and court^e. 
It is Jbhis excess of vigour and readiness to fight wbn^, 
after their victories in France, set them against one 
another in England, in the butcheries of the Wars of 

* The Diffemieet «tc., Sd ed. 1724, ch. xiii. p. 98, Then on now-e- 
doyd in Fnnce 42 hi^way robbexiee as against 788 in England* In 
1848, ihwe were in England four times as many aeensatlons of erhain 
■ad offenoes as in France^ having regard to tha number of inhabitaais 
(JforMa ds JoiuUb), 

• Statute of VTinohaetar, 1285 ; Ordinauoe of 1878, 
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the Hoses. The strangers who saw them were astonished 
at their bddily strength and courage, at the great pieces 
of beef “ whibh feed their muscles, at their military 
habits, their fierce obstinacy, os of savage beasts.”' 
They are like their bulldogs, an uutameable race, who 
in their mad courage “ cast themselves with shut eyes 
into the den of a Eiissian bear, and get tlieir head 
broken like a rotten apple.” Tliis strange condition ot 
a militant community, so full of danger, and requiring 
sO much eifurt, dues not make them afraid. King 
Edward having given orders to send disturbers of the 
peace to prison without legal proceedings, and not to 
liberate them, on bail or otherwise, the Commons 
declared the order “horribly vexatious;” resist it, re- 
fuse to be too much protected. Less peace, but more 
independence. They maintain the guarantees of the 
subject at tlio expense of public security, and prefer 
turbulent liberty to arbitrary oi-der. Better suifer 
marauders whom they could fight, than magistrates under 
whom they would have to bend. 

This proud and persistent notion gives rise to, and 
fashions Fortescue's whole work ; 

“ Ther be two kynds of kyngdomys, of the which that one ys a 
lordship callid in Latyne Dominium regale, and that other is 
callid Dominium politiciun et regale.” 

The first is established in Fiunce, and the second in 
England. 

And they dyveiseii in that the first may rule his people by 
sueh lawysaa he makyth hymself, and therefor, he may set upon 
tel^f and other impositions, sudi ae he wyl hymsdf, with- 

^ ^ Bsnveueto Oellioi, quoted by Fronde^ i. 20, Hift. ’vf .fistfiSqgiA 
Shshspeare^ Hmry V, : oonvenatioa of French lords before the bettls 
of Agiaeoart 
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out their assent. The secuud may not role hys people by othei 
laws than such as they assenten unto ; and therfof he may set 
upon them non impositions without their o^^n assent.” ^ 

lu a state like this^ the will of the people is the prime 
element of life. Sir John Fortesoue says further: 

“ A king of Eiiglaud cannot at hh pleasure make any altera- 
tions in the laws of the land, for the natuie of his goveniment 
is not only legal, hut political.” 

“ 111 the body politic, the first thing which lives and moves 
is the intention of the people, having m it the blood, that is, 
the piiidcntial care and piovision for the public good, which it 
transmits and communicates to the head, ns to the principal 
part, and to all the rest of the members of the said body politic, 
whereby it subsists and is invigorated The law under which 
the people is incorporated may be compared to the nerves or 
sinews of the body natural. . . . And as the bones and all 

the other members of the body preserve then functions and dis- 
charge their seveial ofiSces by the neives, so do the members of 
the commumty by the law. And as the head of the body 
natural cannot change its nerves or sinews, cannot deny to the 
several paits their proper encr^, tluir due pioponion and ali- 
ment of blood, iieitW can a king wlio is the head of the body 
politic change the laws thereof, nor take from the people what 
is theirs by right, against their consents. . . . For he is 
appointed to protect his subjects in their lives, properties, imd 
laws, for this very end and purpose he has the delc|;atioii of 
power fiotn the people.” 

Here we have all the ideas of Locke in the fifteenth 
centuiy; so powerful is practice to surest theory I so 
quickly does man discover, in the enjoyment of libei^, 
natoie of liberty I FortescUe goes furtHliiw ; 1m- 

step by step, the Boman law, that inhetifanes olsU 

' ^ Tht i. 
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Latin peoples, with the English law, that heritage of all 
Teutonic ^oples : one the work of absolute princes, and 
tending sdtogether to the sacrifice of the individual; 
the other the work of the common will, tending 
altogether to protect the person. He contrasts the 
maxims of the imperial jurisconsults, whoaccoixl "force 
of law to all which is determined by the prince,” with 
tlie statutes of England, which "are not enacted by the 
sole wUl of the prince, . . . but with the concurrent 
consent of the whole kingdom, by their representatives 
in Parliament, . . . more than three hundred select 
persons.” He contrasts the arbitury nomination of 
imperial officers with the election of the sheriff, and 
says: 

“ There is in every county a ceitain officer, called the king’s 
sheriff, who, amougbt othci duties of his office, executes within 
his county all mandates and judgments of the king’s couite of 
justice : he is an annual officer , and it is not lawful for him, 
after the oxpiiation of his year, to continue to act in his said 
office, neither shall he be taken in again to execute the said 
office within two years thence next ensuing The manner of 
his election is thus: Eveiyyear, on the moiiowof All-Souls, 
there meet in the King’s Court of* Exchequer all the king’s 
counsellors, as well lords spiritual and temporal, as all other the 
king's justices, all the baious of the Exchequer, the Master of 
the Bolls, and certain other officiers, when all of them, by com- 
mon consent, nominate three of every county knights or esquires, 
persons of distinction, and such as they esteem fittest qualified 
to bear the office of sheriff of that county for the year eoeuing. 
The king only makes choice of one out of the three so nominated 
and returned, who, in virtue of the king’s letters patent, is oon- 
ttituted High She^ of that counfy ” 

He ocmtraste the Homan procedure, which is satiefied 
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witli two witnesses to condemn a man, with the juiy, 
the three permitted challenges, the admirable ^arantees 
of justice with which the uprightness, number, repute, 
and condition of the juries surround the sentence. 
About the juries he says : 

“ Twelve good and true men being sworn, as in the manner 
above related, legally qiuilified, that is, having, over and besides 
their moveables, posse<ib^ns in land sufiBcient, as was said, 
wherewith to maintain their tank and station ; neither inspected 
by, nor at variance with cither of the parties ; all of the neigh' 
bouiliood; there shall be read to them, in English, by the 
Court, the record and nature of the plea.” ^ 

Thus protected, the English commons cannot be other 
than flourishing. Consider, on the other hand, he says 
to the young prince whom die is instructing, the condi- 
tion of the commons in France. By their taxes, tax on 
salt, on wine, billeting of soldiera, they are reduced to 
great misery. You have seen them on your travels. . . . 

“ The same Commons be so impoverishid and distroyyd, that 
they may uimeth lyve. Thay drink water, thay nate apples, 
with bred right brown made of lye. Thqy eate no fleshe, but 
if it be selden, a litill larde, or of the entrails or beds of bests 
sdayne for the nobles and merchants of the land. They weiyn 
no woUyn, but if it be a pore cote under tbdr uttermost garmoit, 
made of giete canvass, and cal it a frok. Their hosyn be 
like canvas, and passen not their knee, wherfor they be gartrid 
and tlieir thyghs bare. Their wiih and children gone bare Ibte. 

* The original of this very famous treatise^ de Zaudilnu JUgu/m 
Anglia, was written in Latin between 1464 and 1470, first pnblished in 
1687, translated into English in 1776 by FFsneis Qre^. I have 
taken these extracts from the magnifioent edition of Sir Jdm Eorteaoee’s 
wniks publislied in 1869 for private distribation, and edited by Tbcnnst 
FsttsMne^ Lord G^ermont. Some of the pieces quoted, left in the cAS 
spelUi^ are taken (b>m an older edition, transited by Bobert Mnlitasbei 

Tb ' 
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. . . For sum uf them, that-was wonte to pay to his lord for his 
tenement which he hyrith by the year a scute payth now to the 
kyng, over that *Bcute, fyve shuts. Wher thrugh they be artyd 
by necessite so to watch, labour and grub in the ground for their 
sustenance, that their nature is much wasted, and the kynd of 
them brought to nowght. Thay gone crokyd and or feeble, not 
able to hght nor to defend the realm ; nor they have wepon, nor 
monye to buy them wepon withal . . . This is the fnite first 
of hyre Jus regale. . . . But blessed be Ood, this land ys rulid 
under a better lawe, and therfor the people tlierof be not in such 
penurye, nor therby hurt in their persons, but they be wealthie 
and have all things necessarie to the sustenance of nature. 
Wherefore they be myghiy and able to resyste the adversaries 
of the realms that do or will do them wrong. Loo, this is the 
frut of J us politicum et regale, under which we ly ve. ” ^ “ Everye 
inhabiter of the reolme of England useth and enjoyeth at his 
pleasure all the fruites that his land or cattel beareth, with al 
the profits and commodities which by his owne travayle, or by 
the labour of others, hae gaineth ; not hindered by the iniurie 
or wrong deteinement of anye man, but that hee shall bee 
allowed a reasonable recompen(».^ . . . Hereby it commeth to 
passe that the men of that lande are riche, havyng aboundaunce 
of golde and silver, and other thinges necessarle fur the main* 
tenaunce of man’s life. They drinke no water, unless it be so, 
that some for devotion, and uppon a zeale of };enaunce, doe ab- 
staine from other drinks. They eate plentifully of all kindes of 
fleshe and fishe. They weare fine woollen cloth in all their 
aj^rel ; they have also aboundaunce of bed-coveringes in their 
houses, and of all other woollen stuffe. They have greate store 
of all hustlementes and implementes of householde, they are 
plentifully furnished with al instruments of husbandry, and all 
other things that are requisite to the accomplishment of a quiet 
and wealthy lyfb, according to their estates and degrees. Neither 


^ Of on AbtobUe a$ui Monarchy, 8d ed , 1724, ch. iii. p. 1& 

s Commines bean tiie same testimony. 
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aa« they sued in the lavre, but onely before ordinary iudges, 
where by the lawes of the lande they are iintljr intreated. 
Neither are they arrested or impleaded for th6ir moveables or 
possessions, or arraigned of any offence, bee it never so groat and 
outrogious, but after the lawes of the land, and before the iudges 
aforesaid.”^ 

All this arises froi i the constitution of the country 
and the distribution of the land. Whilst in other 
countries we find only a population of paupers, with 
here and there a few lords, England is covered and filled 
with owners of lands and fields; so that ''therein so 
small a thorpe cannot bee founde, wherein dwelleth not 
a knight, an csquiie, or suche a housholder as is there 
commonly called a franklayne, enryched with greate 
possessions. And also other freeholders, and many yeo- 
men able for theii bvelodes to make a jurye in fourme 
afore-meutioiicd. For there bee in that liinde divers 
yeomen, wliich arc able to dispend by the yeare above 
a hundred poundes ” * Hamson says . ^ 

' Ih La/udiXnUt etc , ch xxxvi 

* ** The might* of the reahne most stoodyth upon orcheis which be 
not rich men ” Compaie Hallam, li. 482 All this takes us back as 
far as the Conquot, and fai ther. *' It is reasonable to suppose tlxat the 
greater part of those ulio appear to have possesbed small freeholds or 
parcels of manors wcie no other than the original nation. ... A 
respectable class of flee socageis, having in geneial (nil light of alien' 
ating their lands, and holding them piobnbly at a small ceitnin rent 
fiom the loid of the nanor, frequently occurs in the Domesday Book.*' 
At all events, there were in Domesday Kook Saxons perfectly exempt 
ftom villenage." This class is mentioned with respect in the treatises 
of jGlanvil and Braeton. Aa for the villeins, they were quickly liber* 
ated in tiie thirteenth or fouiteenth century, either by their own eneigSei 
or by becoming copyholders The Wars of the Roses still further 
raised the commons ; orders were frequently issued, previons to a battls^ 
to slay the nobles and spare tlie commoners 

* JJeteriptien qfUnglajid, 275. 
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“This Bort of people, have more egtimation than lalMurers 
and the cofhmon sort of artificors, and these commonlie live 
wealthilie, keepd good houses, and travel! to get riches. They 
are for the most part farmers to gentlemen,” and keep servants 
of their own. “ These were they that in times past made all 
France afraid. And albeit they be not called master, as gentle- 
men are, or sir, as to knights apperteineth, but onelie John and 
Thomas, etc., yet have they beene found to have done verie good 
service; and the kings of England, in foughten battels, were 
wpnt to remaine among them (who were their footmen) os the 
French kings did among their horsaemen : the prince thereby 
showing where his chiefe strength did consist.” 

Such men, says Fortescue, might form a legal jury, and 
vote, resist, be associated, do everything wherein a free 
government consists : for they were numerous in every 
district; they were not down-trodden like the timid 
peasants of France ; they liad their honour and tliat of 
their family to maintain ; " they be well provided with 
arms; they remember that they have won battles in 
France.”^ Such is the class, still obscure, but more 

^ The following is a portrait of a yeoman, by Latimer, in the first 
sermon preached before Edward VI., 8tli March 1541) : “ My father was 
a yeoman, and had no lands of his own ; only he 1) id a faim of £3 or 
£4 by year at tl)o uttermost, and hereupon he ti11>'<l so much as kept 
holf-a-doMn men. lie had walk for a liundred sheep, and my mother 
milked thirty kinc He was able, and did find the king a harness, with 
himself and his horse ; while he came to the place tliat he should 
receive tlie king’s >\ages. 1 can remember that I buckled his haiuess 
when he wAt nnto Hlackhcath field. He kejd me to school, or else 1 
lutd not been able to liave preached before the King’s Majesty now. 
He married my sisters with £6 or 20 nobles a-piece, so that he brought 
them up in godliness and fear of Ood ; he kept hospitality for his poor 
neij^bonrs, and some alms hq gave to the imoi* ; and all this did he of 
the said farm. Where he that now hath it payeth £16 the you, or 
more, and is not able to do anything for his prince, for himself, nor fiir 
his (^ildren, or give a cup of drink to the poor. ” 

This is from tlie sixth sermon, preadied before the yoopg king^ 12th 
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rich and powerful every century, which, tounOOd by the 
down-tro(lden Saxon aristocracy, and sustained by the 
surviving Saxon character, ended, under tlie lead of the 
inferior Korinan nobility, and under the patronage of 
tlie superior Norman nobility, in establishing and settling 
a free constitution, am. a nation worthy of liberty. 


IX. 


When, as here, men are endowed with a serious 
character, have a resolute spirit, and possess independent 
habits, they deal with their conscience as with their 
daily business, and end by la3ring hands on church 
as well ns state. Already for a long time the ex- 
actions of the Itoirian See had provoked the resistance 
of the people, ' and the highei clergy became unpopular. 
Men coniplainod that the best livings were given by 
the Pope to non-resident strangers ; that some Italian, 
unknown in England, possessed fifty or sixty benefices 
in England ; that Phiglish money ponretl into Itome ; 
and that the cleigy, being judged only by clerry, gave 
themselves up t9 their vices, and abused their state 
of immunity. In the first years of Henry Ill.’s reign 
there were nearly a liundred murders committed by 
priests then alive. At the beginning of the four- 
teenth century the ecclesiastical revenue was twelve 

Ajfril 1649 : '* In my time my poor father was as diligent to teach me 
to ahoot aa to learn (me) laiy other thing ; and ao, 1 thinWf other men 
did their children. He taught me how to draw, how to lay my body 
in my bow, and not to draw with strength of arms, as other nations do» 
but with strength of the body. I had my bows bought me according 
to my age and strength ; os I increased in them, so my bows were 
made bigger and bigger ; for men shall never shoot well except they be 
brought up in it. It is a goodly aiti a wholesome kind of exercise, and 
much commended in physk.” 

I In 1240, 1876. Thierry, iii. 79. 
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times greater than the civil ; about half the soil was in 
the hands of the clergy. At the end of the century the 
commons declared that the taxes paid to the church 
were five times greater than the taxes paid to the crown ; 
and some years afterwards,' considering that the wealth 
of the clergy only served to keep them in idleness and 
luxury, they proposed to confiscate it for the public bene- 
fit Already the idea of the Aeformation had forced 
itse^ upon them. They remembered how in the ballads 
Aobin Hood ordered his folk to spare the yeomen, 
labourers, even knights, if Uiey are good fellows, but 
never to let abbots or bishops escape. The prelates 
were grievously oppressing the peoide by means of their 
privileges, ecclesiastical courts, and tithes ; when sud- 
denly, amid the pleasant banter or the monotonous 
babble of the Norman versifiers, we hear the indignant 
voice of a Saxon, a man of the people and a victim of 
oppression, thundering against them. 

It is the vision of Piers Ploughman, written, it is 
supposed, by a secular priest of Oxford. Doubtless 
the traces of French taste are perceptible. It could 
not be otherwise: the people from below can never 
quite prevent themselves from imitating the people 
above ; and the most unshackled popular poets, Bums 
and B^ranger, too often preserve an academic style. So 
here a fashionable machinery, the allegory of the Eoman 
de la Bose, is pressed into service. We have Do-well, 
Oovetousness, Avarice, Simony, Conscience, and a whole 
world of talking abstractions. But, in spite of these 

^ 1404-1409. The commons declared that with these revenues the 
king would be able to maintain 16 earls, 1600 knights, 6200 squires, 
and 100 hospitals : each earl receiving annnnlly 800 marks ; each kxnght 
100 marks, and the {noduce of four ploughed lands ; e^ squire 40 
flWduit sad the produce of two plough^ lands * About 1802. 

VOL. 1. M 
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vain foreign phantoms, the body of the poem is national, 
and true to life. The old language reappears fn part ; the 
old metre altogether, no more rhymes,* but barbarous 
alliterations; uo more jesting, but a harsh gravity, a 
sustained invective, a grand and sombre imagiuation, 
heavy Latin texts, hammered down as by a Protestant 
hand. Piers Ploughman went to sleep on the Malvern 
hiUs, and there had a wonderful dream : 

“ Thoinie gaii I ineten — a merveillous swevene, 

That 1 was iu a wildernesae — wiste 1 nevere where ; 

And as I biheeld into the eest, — an heigh to the sonne, 

I seigh a tour on a toft, — trieliche y-maked, 

A deep dale byuethe — a dongeon thereinne , 

With depe diches and derke — ^ond dredfulle of sighte. 

A &ir feeld fid of folk — ^fond 1 ther bitwene, 

Of alle mauere of men, — the ineene and the riche, 
Werchynge and waudrynge — as the world asketh. 

Some putteu hem to the plough, — pleiden ful selde. 

In settynge and sowynge — swouken ful harde. 

And wonnen that wastours — ^with glotou^c dystruyeth.*' ^ 

A gloomy picture of the world, like ilie frightful dreams 
which occur so often in Albert Durer and Luther. The 
first reformers were persuaded tliat tlie earth was given 
over to evil ; that the devil had on it his empire and 
his officers ; that Antichrist, seated on the throne, ot 
Rome, displayed ecclesiastical pomps to seduce souk 
and cast them into the fire of heE So here Antichrist, 
with raised banner, enters a convent ; bells ore rung ; 
monks in solemn procession go to meet him, and receive 
with congratulations their lord and father.^ With seven 

^ Piera Phus^man’s Visum and Onsdf ed. T. i pb 

I 21-44. 

* The Archdeacon of Bichmond, on hie tour in 1216, came to the 
piarj of Bridlington with ninety^eeven horsey twenty>oiie dogs, and 
three fidoona. 
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great giants, the seven deadly sins, he besieges Con- 
science; and the assault is led by Idleness, who brings 
with her an army of more than a thousand prelates : 
for vices reign, more hateful from being in holy places, 
and employed in the church of God in the devil’s service: 

** Ac now is Religion a rydere — romere aboute, 

A ledere of love-dayes — and a lond-buggere, 

A prikere on a palfn^ — ^fro manere to manere. . . . 

And but if his knave kncle — ^that shal his coppe brynge, 

He loureth on hym, and asketh hym—who taughte hym 
curteisie.”^ 

But this sacrilegious show has its day, and God puts 
His hand on men in order to warn them. By order of 
Conscience, Nature sends forth a host of plagues and 
diseases from the planets : 

** Kynde Conscience tho heide, — and cam out of the planeces, 
And sente forth his forroyours — feveres and fluxes, 

Coughes and cardiacles, — crampes and tooth-aches, 

Beumes and radegundes, — and roynous scabbes, 
idiles and bocches, — and brennynge agues, 

Erenesies and foule yveles, — forageres of kynde . . . 

There was ‘ Harrow 1 and Help 1 — Here cometh Kynde I 
With Deeth that is dredful — to undo us alle 1’ 

The lord that lyved after lust — ^tho aloud ciyde. . . . 

Deeth cam diyvynge after, — and al to duste posshed 
Kynges and knyghtes, — kaysers and popes, . . . 

Manye a lovely lady — and lemmans of knyghtes, 

Swowned and swelted for sorwe of bise dyntes,”* 

Here is a crowd of miseries, like those which Milton 
bgd described in his vision of human life ; tragic pictures 

> PimPktugTmavl» Virion, L p. 191, 1. 6217-6228. 

* aid, ii. Last hook, p. 480, 1, 14,084-14.138. 
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and 6motioD8>such as the refoimers delight to dwell upon. 
There is a like speech delivered by John E!nox, before 
the fair ladies of Mary Stuart^ which tears the veil from 
the human corpse just as coarsely, in order to e:3iibit its 
shame. The conception of the world, proper to the people 
of the north, all sad and moral, shows itself already. ' 
They are never comfortable in their country; they have 
to strive continually sgainst cold or rain. Tliey cannot 
live there carelessly, lying under a lovely sky, in a sultry 
and dear atmosphere, their eyes filled with the noble 
beauty and happy serenity of the land. They must work 
to live ; be attentive, exact, keep their houses wind and 
water tight, trudge doggedly through the mud beliind their 
plough, light their lamps in their shops during the day. 
Their climate imposes endless inconvenience, and exacts 
endless endurance. Hence arise melancholy and the 
idea of duty. Man naturally thinks of life as of a battle, 
oftener of black death wliich closes this deadly show, 
and leads so many plumed and disorderly processions to 
the silence and the eternity of the grave All this 
visible world is vain ; there is iiotMng true but human 
virtue, — the courageous energy with which man attains 
to self-command, the generous energy with which he 
employs himself in the service of others. On this view, 
then, his eyes are fixed ; they pierce through worldly 
gauds, neglect sensual joys, to attain this By such irmer 
thoughts and feelmgs tlie ideal model is displaced ; a 
new source of action springs up — ^the idea of righteous- 
ness. What sets them against ecclesiastical pomp and 
insolence, is neither the envy of the poor and low, nor 
the anger of the oppressed, nor a revolutionary desiie to 
experimentalise abstract truth, but conscience. They 
tremble lest they should not work out their salvation if 
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thdy continue in a comipt church ; they fear the menaces 
of God, and dare not embark on the great jouhiey with 
unsafe guides. " Wliat is righteousness ?” asked Luther 
anxiously, "and how shall I obtain it?" With like 
anxiety Piers Ploughman goes to seek Do-well, and asks 
each one to show him where he shall find him. " With 
us," say the friars. " Contra quath ich, Seytics in die 
cadit Justus, and ho so syngeth certys doth nat wel ; " 
so he betakes himself to "study and writing,” like 
Luther; the clerks at table speak much of God and of 
the Trinity, "and taken Bernarde to witnesse, and 
putteth forth presompeions . . . ac the carlul mai crie 
and qiiaken atte gate, botlie a fyngred and a furst, and 
for defante spille ys non so hende to have hym yn 
Olerkus and knyghtes cari)en of God ofte, and haveth 
hym muche in Imre mouthe, ac mene men in herte;" 
and heart, inner faith, living viitue, are what constitute 
true religion. Tliis is what these dull Saxons had 
begun to discover. The Teutonic conscience, and English 
good sense too, had been aroused, as well as individual 
eneigy, the resolution to judge and to decide alone, by 
and for one’s self. " Christ is our liede tlint sitteth on 
hie, Heddis ne ought we have no mo," says a poem, 
attributed to Chaucer, and which, with others, claims 
independence for Christian consciences.' 

“ AVe bell his merabres botho also. 

Father he taught us call him all, 

Maisters to call forbad he tho , 

A1 maiste^ ben wickid and fals." 

No other mediator between man and God. In vain the 
doctors state that they have authority for their words ; 

' Pim Plmeman'9 Gnde ; ih» PlmmcnCs Tah, first printed in 1660. 
Thera were three editions in one year, it was so manifostly Protestant 
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there is a -word of greater authority, to wit, God's. We 
hear it ih the fourteenth century, this grand " word of 
GoJ.” It quitted the learned schools, the dead lan- 
guages, the dusty shelves on which the deigy suffered 
it to sleep, covered with a confusion of commentators 
and Fathers.' Wiclif appeared and translated it like 
Luther, and in a spij it similar to Luthef s. " Cristen 
men and wymmen, olde and yonge, sliulden studie 
fast in the Newe Testament, for it is of ful autorite, and 
opyn to undirstonding of simple men, as to the poyntis 
that be moost nedeful to salvacioun.” ^ lleligiQn must 
be secular, in order to escape from the hands of the 
clergy, who monopolise it; each must hear and read 
for himself the word of God : he will then be sure that 
it has not been corrupted ; he will feel it better, and 
more, he will imderstand it better ; for 

“ ech place of holy writ, both opyn and derk, techith mekones 
and charite ; and therfore he that kepith niekenep and charite 
hath the trewe undirstondyng and perfectiouu of al lioli writ. . . . 
Therfore no simple man of wit beaferd unmesurabli to studio in 
the text of holy, writ . . . and no clerk be pronde of the verrey 
undirstondyng of holy \>rit, lor whi undirstonding of booly writ 
with outen charite that kepith Qoddis heestis, makith a man 
depper dampned . . . and pride and covetise of derkia is cause 
of her blindees and eresie, and priveth them fro verrey undir- 
stondyng of holy wiit.” ^ 

' Knighton, about 1400, wrof^ thus of Wiclif: "Transtulit do 
Latino in anglioam lingoani, non angelicam. Unde per ipsum fit vul* 
gare, et luagis apertum laicia et mnUeribus legere scientibus quam solet 
esse oleriois admodu'u litteratis, et bene intelligentibua. £t sic erau- 
gelica maigerita spaigitur et a ponds concnlcatur . . . (ita) at laicis 
eommune cetemum quod ante fuerat oleriois et eoclesia dootinllNis 
talentum sapemnm." 

* Wiolif a Bible, ed. Forshall and Madden, 16b(b ptefiuie to Oxford 
edition, p. 2. * liU 
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These are the memorable woi'ds that began to circu- 
late in the* markets and in the schools. They read the 
translated Bi^le, and comnicnled on it; they judged 
the existing Church after it. What judgments those 
serious and iiutaintcd minds passed u])on it, with what 
readiness they pushed on to the tnie religion of tlicir 
race, we may see from their petition to Parliament.^ 
One hundred and thirty years before Luther, they said 
thoit the pope was not established by Christ, that pilgri- 
mages and image-worship were akin to idolatry, that 
external rites are of no importance, that priests ought 
not to possess temporal wealth, that the doctrine of 
transubstantiation made a people idolatrous, that priests 
have not the power of absolving from sin. In proof of 
all this they brought forward texts of Scripture. Fancy 
these brave spirits, simple and strong souLs, who began 
to read at niglit in their shops, by candle-light; for 
they were shopkeepers — tailors, skinners, and bakers 
— who, with some men of letters, began to read, and 
then to believe, and finally got themselves bumed.® 
What a sight for the fifteenth centuiy, and what a 
promise 1 It seems as though, with liberty of action, 
liberty of mind begins to appear; that ‘hese common 
folk will think and speak ; that under the conventional 
literature, imitated from France, a new litemtui’e is 
dawning ; and that England, genuine England, half-mute 
since the Conquest, will at last find a voice. 

She had not yet found it. King and peers ally 
themselves to the Church, pass terrible statutes, destroy 
books, burn heretics alive, often with refinement of 
torture, — one in a barrel, another hung by an iron chain 

1 lu 1395. 

* 1401, William S.mtr6, tlie fiist Ix>llard burned alive: 
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round his waist. The temporal wealth of the deigy 
had been attacked, and therewith the whole English 
constitution ; and the great establishment* above crushed 
out with its whole weight the revolutionists from below. 
Darkly, in ailouce, while the nobles were destroying each 
other in the Wars of the Roses, the commons went on 
working and living, separating themselves from the 
established Church, maintaining their liberties, amassing 
wealth, but not going further.^ Like a vast rock 
which underlies the soil, yet crops up here and there at 
distant intervals, they barely show themselves. No 
great poetical or religious work displays them to the 
light. They sang; but their ballads, first ignored, 
then transformed, reach us only in a late edition. 
They prayed ; but beyond one or two indifferent 
poems, their incomplete and repressed doctrine bore no 
fruit. We may well see from the verae, tone, and drift 
of their ballads, that they are capable of the finest poetic 
originality,® but their poetry is in the hands of yeomen 
and harpers. We perceive, by the precocity and enei^ 
of their religions protests, that they are capable of the 
most severe and impassioned creeds; but their faith 
remains hidden in tlie shop-parlours of n few obscure 
sectaries. Neither their faith nor their poetiy has been 

^ Commines, r. cli. 19 and 20 : **In my opinion, of all kingdoms 
of the ^orld of whidi 1 have any knowledge, where the public weal in 
beat observed, and least violence is exercised on the people, and where 
no buildings are oveitiirown or demolished in >var, England is the best ; 
and the min and misfortune falls on them who wage the war. . . . The 
kingdom of England has this advantage beyond other nations, tliat the 
peo^o and the country arc not destre^ed or bnmi^ nor the buildings 
demolished ; and Ul-fortnne falls on men of war, and especially on the 
nobles.” 

* See the ballads of Chevy Chaste The Nwt-Srovm Maid^ eto. 
Many of them ore admirable little dnunasi. 
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able to attain its end or issue. The Renaissance and 
the Reformation, those two national outbreaks, are still 
far off; and the literatuie of the period retains to the 
end, like the highest ranks of English society, almost 
the perfect stamp of its Frencli origin and its foreign 
models. 
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CHAPTER III. 
QClje i^ein Eongue. 


1 . 

Aaiid 80 many barren endeavours, tliroughout the long 
impotence of Norman literature, which was content to 
copy, and of Saxon literature, wliich bore no fniit, a 
definite language was nevertheless formed, and there 
was room for a great \vriter. Geoffrey Chaucer appeai’ed, 
a man of mark, inventive though a disciple, original 
though a translator, who by liis genius, education, and 
life, was enabled U) know and to depict a whole world, 
but above all to satisfy the chivalric world and the 
splendid courts which shone upon the heights.* He 
belonged to it, though learned and versed in all branches 
of scholastic knowledge ; and he took such a share in it, 
that his life from beginning to end was that of a man 
of the world, and a man of action. We find him by 
turns in King Edward’s army, in the king’s trmn, hus- 
band of a maid of honour to the queen, a pensioner, a 
placeholder, a member of Parliament, a knight, founder 
of a family which was hereafter to become allied to 
royalty. Moreover, he was in the king^s council, brother- 
in-law of John of Gaunt, employed more than once in 
open embassies or secret missions at Florence, Genoa, 
Milan, Flanders, commissioner in France for the moiriage 
' Boru between 1828 and 1846, died in 1400. 
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of tihe Prince of Wales, high up and low down on the 
political iaddp, disgraced, restored to place. This ex- 
perience of business, travel, war, and the court, was not 
like a book-education. He was at the court of Edward 
TIL, the most splendid in Europe, amidst tourneys, 
grand receptions, magnificent displays ; he tocdc part in 
the pomps of France and Milan; conversed with 
Petrarch, perhaps with Boccaccio and Froissart; was 
actor in, and spectator of, the finest and most tragical of 
dramas. In these few words, what ceremonies and 
cavalcades ai*e implied I what processions in armour, 
what caparisoned horses, bedizened ladies I what display 
of gallant and lordly manners I what a varied and bril- 
liant world, well suited to occupy the mind and eyes of 
a poetl Like Froissart, and better than he, Chaucer 
could depict the castles of the nobles, their conversations, 
their talk of love, and anything else that concerned 
them, and please them by his portraiture. 


II. 

Two notions raised the middle age above the chaos of 
barbarism : one religious, which had fashioned the 
gigantic cathedrals, and swept the masses from their 
native soil to hurl them upon the Holy Land ; the other 
secular, which had built feudal fortresses, and set the 
man of courage erect and armed, witliin his own domain : 
the one had produced the adventurous hero, the other 
the mystical monk ; the one, to wit, the belief in God, 
the other the belief in self. Both, running to excess, 
had degenerated by the violence of their own strength : 
the one had exalted independence into rebellion, the 
other had turned piety into enthusiasm : the first made 
man unfit for civil life, the second drew him back from 
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natural life : the one, sanctioning disorder, dissolved 
society ; the other, enthroning infatuation, perverted 
intelligence. Cliivalry had need to be repressed because 
it issued in brigandage ; devotion restrained because it 
induced slavery. Turbulent feudalism giw feeble, like 
oppressive theocracy ; and tlie two great master passions, 
deprived of their sap ind lopped of tlieir stem, gave 
place by their weakness to tlie monotony of liabit and 
the taste for worldliness, which shot foitli in their stead 
and flourished under their name. 

Gradually, the serious element declined, in books as 
in manners, in works of art as in books. Architecture, 
instead of being the handmaid of faith, became the 
slave of phantasy. Tt was exaggerated, became too 
ornamental, sacrificing general effect to detail, shot up 
its steeples to unreasonable heights, decomted its 
churches with canopie.s, pinnacles, trefoiled gables, open- 
work galleries. ** Its whole aim was continually to 
climb higher, to clotlie the sacred edifice with a gaudy 
bedizennient, as if it were a bride on her wedding morn- 
ing.” ' Before this marvellous laccwork, what emotion 
could one feel but a pleased astonishment ? What 
becomes of Christian sentiment before such scenic 
ornamentations ? In like manner literature sets itself 
to play. In the eighteenth centiuy, the second age 
of absolute monarchy, we saw on one side finials 
and floriated cupolas, on the other pretty vers de sociM4, 
courtly and sprightly tales, taking the place of severe 
beauty-lines and noble writings. Even so in the four- 
teenth century, the second age of feudalism, they had 
on one side the stone fretwork and slender efflorescence 
of aerial forms, and on the other finical verses and 
‘ Renan, Ik I’ Art au Mopcn Affe, * 
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diverting stories, taking the place of the old grand archi- 
tecture an^ the old simple literature. It is no longer 
the overflowing of a true sentiment which praduces 
them, but the craving for excitement Consider Chau* 
cer, his subjects, and how he selects them. He goes 
far and wide to discover them, to Italy, France, to the 
popular legends, the ancient classics. His readers need 
diversity, and his business is to "provide fine tales:" 
it -^as in those days the poet’s business.' The lords at 
table have finished dinner, the minstrels come and sing, 
the brightness of the torches falls on the velvet and 
ermine, on the fantastic figiu'es, the motley, the elab- 
orate embroidery of their long garments ; then the i)oet 
anives, presents his manuscript, " richly illuminated, 
bound in crimson violet, embellished with silver clasps 
and bosses, roses of gold they ask him what his 
subject is, and he answers " Love." 

HI. 

in fact, it is the most agreeable subject, fittest to 
make the evening hours pass sweetly, amid the goblets 
filled with spiced wine and the burning perfumes. 
Chaucer translated iirat that great storehouse of gallantry, 
the Boman de la Bose. There is no pleasanter entm> 
tainment. It is about a rose which the lover wished 
to pluck : the pictures of the May months, the groves, 
the flowery eartli, the green hedgerows, abound and 
display their bloom. Then come portraits of the 
smiling ladies, Bichesse, Fraunchise, Gaiety, and by 
way of contrast, the sad characters, Daunger and 

^ See Froissart, his life with the Connt of Foix and with King 
Richard 11. 
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Travail, all fully and minutely described, with detail of 
features, clothing, attitude; they walk aboul, as on a 
piece of tapestry, amid landscapes, dances, castles, among 
allegorical groups, in lively sparkling colours, displayed, 
contrasted, ever renewed and varied so as to entertain 
the sight. For an evil has arisen, unknown to serious 
ages — mnm: novel I v and brilliancy followed 
novelty and brilliancy are necessary to withstand it; 
and Chaucer, like Boccaccio and Froissart, eutera into 
the struggle with all his heart He borrows from 
Boccaccio his histoiy of Palamon and Arcite, from 
Lollius his history of Troilus and Cressida, and re- 
arranges them How the two young Theban knights, 
Arcite and Palamon, both fall in love with the beautiful 
Emily, and how Arcite, victorious in tourney, falls and 
dies, bequeathing Emily to his rival; how the tine 
Trojan knight Troilus wins the favour of Cressida, 
and how Cressida abandons him for Diomedes — these 
are still tales in vetse, tales of love. A little tedious 
they may be ; all the writings of this age ; French, or 
imitated from French, are bom ol* too prodigal minds ; 
but how they glide along I A winding stream, which 
flows smootUy on level sand, and sparkles now and 
again in the sun, is the only image we can compare it 
to. The characters speak too much, but then they 
speak* so well I Even when they dispute, we like to 
listen, their anger and offences are so wholly based on 
a happy overflow of unbroken conveiee. iiemember 
Froissart, how slaughters, assassinations, plagues, the 
butcheries of the Jacquerie, the whole chaos of human 
miseiy, disappeais in his fine ceaseless humour, so that 
the furious and grinning figures seem but ornaments 
and choice embroideries to relieve the skein of shaded 
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and coloured silk which forms the groundwork of his 
aarrative I*but, in particulai*, a multitude of descriptions 
spread theii' gilding over all. Chaucer leads you among 
arms, palaces, temples, and halts before each beautiful 
thing. Here : 

' “ The statue of Venus glorious for to t>ee 

Was naked iletiug in the large see, 

And fro the navel doun all covered was , 

With wawes grene, and blight os any glas. 

A citole in hire right h^d hadde she, 

And on hire lied, ful seinely lor to see, 

A rose gerloiid fressh, and wel smelling. 

Above hire hed hire doves fleckering.*'^ 

Further on, the temple of Mars : 

" First on the wall was pointed a forest. 

In which ther wonneth neyther man ne best. 

With knotty knarry barrein trees old 
Of stubbes sharpe and hidous to behold ; 

In which ther ran a romble and a swough, 

As though a storme shuld bresten every bough : 

And dounward from an hill under a bent. 

Ther stood the temple of Mars armipotent, 

Wrought all of burned sl^le, of which th' entree 
Was longe and streite, and gastly for to see. 

And therout came a rage and swiche a vise. 

That it made all the gates for to rise. 

The northern light in at ^ dore shone, 

For window on the wall ne was ther none, 

Thuigh whioh men mighten any light disoenw 
The dore was all of athamant eteme, 

Tdenched overthwart and endehmg 
With yren tough, and for to make it strong, 


1 Kntghes Talg, ii p. 50, 1. 1957-1064. 
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Eveiy piler the temple to suBteue 

Was tonne-gret, of yreu bright and shene.”^ 

Eveiywhere on the wall were representations of slaugh 
ter; and in tlie sanctuary 

“ The statue of Mars upon a carte stood 
Armed, and ioked grim as he were wood, . . 

A wolf ther stood beforue him at his fete 
With oyen red, and of a man he ete.”^ 

Are not these contrasts well designed to rouse the 
imagination ? You will meet in Chaucer a succession 
of .similar pictures. Observe the train of combatants 
who came to joust in the tilting field for Arcite and 
Palamon : 

“ With him ther wenten knightes many ou. 

Soin wcl bon armed m an habeigcoii 
And in a brcstplate, and in a gipon ; 

And som wol have a pair of plates large , 

And som wol have a Pruce slield, or a targe, 

Som wol beu armed on bis legges wele, 

And have an axe, and som a mace of stole . . . 

Ther ^aist thou se coming v ith Palamon 
Licurge himself, the grete king of Trace : 

Blake was his herd, and manly was his fisoe. 

The cercles of his eyen in his bed 
They gloweden betwixen yelwe and red, 

And like a griffon loked he about. 

With kemped heres on his browes stout; 

His limines gret, his braunes hard and strange^ 

His shoiddres brode, his ann ^ round and longe 
And as the guise was in his oontree, 

Ful highe upon a char of gold stood he, 

With foiire white bolles in the trais. 

> Jfnighi^a Tale, iL ^ 59, 1. 1977-^2996. 

• Ibid. It. 61, 1 204S-M5a 
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li^tode of tiote-armure ou his harnais, 

With iiayles yelwe, and bright as any gold, 

He hadde a beres skin, cole-blake for old. 

His longe here was kempt behind his bak, 

As any ravenes fether it shone for blake. 

A wroth of gold arm-gret, of huge weight, 

Upon his hed sate fill of stones bright. 

Of fine riibins and of dianiauts. 

About his char ther wenteu white alauns, 
Twenty and mo, as gret as any stere. 

To hunteu at the leon or the dere. 

And folwed him, with mosel fast ybound, 
Colored with gold, and torettes filed round. 

An hundred lordes had he in his route. 

Armed ful wel, with hertes steme and stoute. 
With Arcita, in stories as men find. 

The gret Emetrius the king of Inde, 

Upon a stede bay, trapped in stele. 

Covered with cloth of gold diapred wele, 

Came riding like the god of armes Mars. 

His cote^rmure was of a cloth of Tars, 

Couclied with perles, white, and round and giete 
His badel was of brent gold new ybete , 

A mantelet upon his shouldres hanging 
Bret-ful of rubies red, as fire sparkling. 

His crispe here like ringes was yronne, 

And that was yelwe, and glitered as the aonna 
His nose was high, his eyen bright citiin, 

His lippes round, bis colour was sanguin . . . 
And as a leon he his loking caste. 

Of five and twenty yere his age I casta 
His herd was well begonnen for to spring ; 

His vois was as a trompe thondering. 

Upon his hed he wered of laiirer giene 
A gerlond firesshe and lusty for to sena 
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Upon his liond he bare for his deduit ^ 

An egle tame, as any lily whit. 

An hundred loides had he with him there, 

All armed save hir hedes in all hir gere. 

Fill richoly in die manere thinges . . . 

About this khg ther lan on every part 
Fill many a tame leon and leopait ” ^ 

A herald would not desciibe them better nor more 
fully. The lords and ladies of the time would recognise 
here their tourneys and masquerades 

Tliere is something more pleasant than a fine narra- 
tive, and that is a collection of fine narratives, especially 
when the narratives are all of different colourings. 
Froissart gives us such under the name of Chroniclea ; 
Boccaccio still bettei ; after him the loids of the Cent 
NomeUes Nowodles; and, later still, Marguerite of 
Navarre. What more natural among people who meet, 
talk, and wish to amuse themselves. The manners of 
the time suggest them; for the habits and tastes of 
society had begun, and fiction thus conceived only 
brings into books the conversations which are heard in 
the hall and by the waysida Chaucer describes a 
troop of pilgrims, people of every rank, who are going 
to ifanterbury ; a knight, a sergeant of law, an Oxford 
derk, a doctor, a miller, a prioress, a monk, who agree 
to ten a story all round : 

“ For trewely comfort iie mirthe is non, 

To rideii by the way domb ^ the ston." 

They tell their stories accordingly ; and on this slender 
and flexible thread all the jewels of feudal imagination, 
real or false, contribute one after another their motley 
shapes to form a necklace; side by side with noble 
> TdU, ii. p. 68, 1. 2180-2188. 
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and ohivalcous stories: we have the miracle of an 
infant whose .throat was cut by Jews, the trials 
of patient Griselda, Oanace and marvellous fictions 
of Oriental fancy, obscene stories of marriage and 
monks, allegorical or moral tales, the fable of the 
cock and hen, a list of great unfortunate persons: 
Lucifer, Adam, Samson, Nebuchadnezzar, Zenobia, 
Croesus, Ugolino, Peter of Spain. I leave out some, 
for I must be brief. Chaucer is like a jeweller with 
his hands full: pearls and glass beads, sparkling 
diamonds and common agates, black jet and ruby roses, 
all that liistory and imagination had been able to gather 
and fashion during three centuries in the East, in 
France, in Wales, in Provence, in Italy, aU that had 
roUed his way, clashed together, broken or polished 
the stream of centuries, and by the great jumble of 
human memory, he holds in his hand, arranges it, 
composes therefrom a long sparkling ornament, with 
twenty pendants, a thousand facets, which by its splen- 
dour, variety, contrasts, may attract and satisfy the eyes 
of those most greedy for amusement and novelty. 

He does more. The universal outburst of unchecked 
curiosity demands a more refined enjoyment: reverie 
and fantasy alone can satisfy it; not profound flbd 
thoughtful fantasy as we find it in Shakspeare, nor 
impassioned and meditative reverie as we find it in 
Dante, but the reverie and fantasy of the eyes, eaiB, 
external senses, whi(^ in poetry as in architecture call 
for singularity, wonders, accepted challenges, victories 
gained over the rational and probable, and which are 
satisfied only by what is crowded and dazzling. When 
we look at a cathedral of that time, we fed a sort of 
fear. Substance is wanting; the walls are hollowed 
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out to make room for windows, the elaborsite work of 
the porches, tlie wonderful growth of the ^lender columns, 
the thin curvature of arches — everything seems to 
menace us ; support has been withdrawn to give way to 
ornament. Without external prop or buttress, and 
artificial aid of iron damp-work, the building would 
have crumbled to pi< < es on the first day ; as it is, it 
undoes itself ; we have to maintain on the spot a colony 
of masons continually to ward off the continual decay. 
But our sight grows dim in following the wavings and 
twistings of the endless fretwork; the dazzling rose- 
window of tlie portal and the painted glass throw a 
chequered light on the carved stalls of the choir, the 
gold-work of the altar, the long array of damascened 
and glittering copes, the crowd of statues, tier above 
tier ; and amid this violet light, this quivering purple, 
amid these arrows of gold which pierce tlie gloom, the 
entire building is like the tail of a mystical peacock. 
So most of the poems of the time are barren of founda- 
tion ; at most a trite morality serves them for mainstay : 
in short, the poet thought of nothing else than dis- 
playing before us a glow of colours and a jumble of 
fonns. They are dreams or visions ; there are five or 
suAn Chaucer, and you will meet more on your 
advance to the Renaissance. But the show is splendid. 
Chaucer is transported in a dream to a temple of glass, ^ 
on the walls of which are figured in gold all the legends 
of Ovid and Virgil, an infinite train of characters and 
dresses, like that wliich, on the painted glass in the 
ohurohes, occupied then the gaze of the faithful. Sud* 
denly a golden eagle, which soars near the sun, and 
glitters like a carbuncle descends with the swiftness oS 
' The House of Fane 
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lightaiing, and carries him off in his talons above the 
stars, dropping Jiim at last before the House of Fame, 
splendidly built of beryl, with shining windows and 
lofty turrets, and situated on a high rock of almost 
inaccessible ice. All the southern side was graven 
with the names of famous men, but the sun was con- 
tinuously melting them On the northern side, the 
names, l^etter protected, stUl remained. On the turrets 
appeared the minstrels and " gestiours,*' with Orpheus, 
Arion, and the great harpers, and behind them 
myriads of musicians, with horns, flutes, bag-pipes, and 
reeds, on which they played, and which filled the air ; 
then all the charmers, magicians, and prophets. He 
enters, and in a high hall, plated with gold, embossed 
with pearls, on a throne of carbuncle, he sees a woman 
seated, a ** noble quene,'* amidst an infinite number of 
heralds, whose embroidered cloaks bore the arms of the 
most famous knights in the world, and heard the sounds 
of instruments, and the celestial melody of Calliope 
and her sisters. From her throne to the gate was a 
row of pillars, on which stood the great historians and 
poets ; Josephus on a pillar of lead and iron ; Statius 
on a piUar of iron stained with tiger’s blood; (Md, 
"Venus’ derk,” on a pillar of copper; then, on^ne 
higher than the rest, Homer and Livy, Dares the Phry- 
gian, Guido Oolonna, Geoffrey of Monmouth, and the 
other historians of the war of Troy. Must 1 go on 
copying this phantasmagoria, in which confused erudition 
mars picturesque invention, and frequent banter shows 
sign that the vision is only a plmmed amusement? 
The poet and his reader have imagined for half-an-hour 
decorated halls and bustling crowds ; a 'slender thread 
of common sense has ingeniously crept along the 
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transparent golden mist 'which they amusOr themselves 
with following. That suffices; they ate pleased with 
theii fleeting fancies, and ask no more. 

Amid this exuberancy of mind, amid these refined 
cravings, and this insatiate exaltation of imagination 
and the senses, there was one passion, that of love, which, 
combining all, was de^'''loped in excess, and displayed in 
miniature the sickly charm, the fundamental and fatal 
exaggeration, which are the characteristics of the age, 
and which, later, the Spanish civilisation exhibits both 
in its flower and its decay. Long ago, the courts of 
love in Provence had established the theory. "Each 
one who loves,” they said, "grows pale at the sight of 
her whom he loves ; each action of the lover ends in 
the thought of her whom he loves. Love can refuse 
nothing to love.”^ This search after excessive sensation 
had ended in the ecstasies and transports of duido 
Cavalcanti, and of Dante ; and in Languedoc a company 
of enthusiasts had established themselves, love -penitents, 
who, in Older to prove the violence of th^.}ii passion, 
dressed in sumgier in furs and heavy garments, and in 
winter in light gauze, and walked thus about the country, 
so that several of them fell ill and died. Chaucer, in 
th^ wake, explained in his verses the craft of love,^ 
the ten commandments, the twenty statutes of love; 
and praised his lady, his " daieseye,” his " Margorite,” 
his "vermeil rose;” depicted love in ballads, 'visions, 
allegories, didactic poems, in a hundred guises. This 
is chivalrous, lofty love, as it was conceived in the 
middle age; above all, tender love. Troilus loves 

* Aiidr4 le Chapelain, 1170. 

* Also the Qawrl of Love, and perhaps The AsamtiUe of LaMe$ and 
La BdU Dame eane Merei, 
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Cressida l^ke a troujbadour ; without Pandarus, her 
uncle, he would have languished, and ended by dying 
in silence. He will not reveal the name of her he 
loves. Fandanis has to tear it from liim, perform all 
the bold actions himself, plan every kind of stratagem. 
Troilus, however brave and strong in battle, can but 
weep before Cressida, ask her pardon, and faint 
Cressida, on her side, has every delicate feeling. When 
Pandarus brings her Troilus* first letter, she begins by 
refusing it, and is ashamed to open it: she opens it 
only because she is told the poor knight is about to die. 
At the first words *‘all rosy hewed tho woxe she;” 
and though the letter is respectful, she will not answer 
it She yields at last to the importunities of her uncle, 
and answers Troilus that she will feel for him the 
affection of a sister. As to Troilus, he trembles all 
over, grows pale when he sees tlie messenger return, 
doubts his happiness, and will not believe the assurance 
which is given him : 

“ But right BO 08 these holtes and these hayis 
That han in winter dead ben and dry, 

Revesten hem in greiie, whau that Ma^ is. . . . 

Right in that selfe wise, sooth for to soy, 

Woxe Buddainly his herte full of joy.”’ 

Slowly, after many troubles, and thanks to the efforts 
of Pandarus, he obtains her confession ; and in this 
confession what a delightful charm ! 

“ And as the newe abashed niglitingale, 

That stinteth first, whan she beginneth sing, 

Whan that she heareth any heerdes tale. 

Or in the hedges any wight scearing. 

And after siker doeth her voice outring : 

* TroUm and Orea^da, vol. ▼. bk. S, p. 12. 
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Right so Oraseide, whan that her dredo stent, 

Opened her herte and told him her euteni” ' 

He* as soon as he perceived a hope from afar, 

“ 111 chaunged voice, right for his very drede. 

Which voice eke quoke, and thereto his manero. 

Goodly abasht, and now his hewes rede, 

Now pale, unto Ci sseide his ladie dcre, 

With looke doun cast, and humble iyolden chere, 

Lo, the alderfirst word that him astart 

Was twice : ‘ Mercy, mercy, 0 my sweet herte 1’ " ® 

This ardent love breaks out in impassioned accents, in 
bursts of happiness. Far from being regarded as a fault, 
it is the source of all virtue. Troilus becomes braver, 
more generous, more upright, through it; his speech 
runs now on love and virtue ; he scorns all villany ; he 
honours those who possess merit, succours those who are 
in distress; and Cressida, delighted, repeats all day, 
with exceeding liveliness, tliis song, which is like the 
warbling of a nightingale : 

“ Whom should I thanken but you, god of love. 

Of all this blisse, in which to bathe I ginne f 
And thanked bo ye, lorde for that I love. 

This is the right life that 1 am inne. 

To flemen all manor vice and sinne : 

This doeth me so to vertue for to<entende 
That daie by daie I in my will amende. 

And who that saieth that for to love is vice, . . . 

He either is envious, or right nice, 

Or is unmfghtie for Iiis shreudnesse 
Toloven. . . . 

But I with all mine herte and all my might, 

As I have saied, woll love unto my last, 

^ Troiltu and Oreuida, vol v. bk. 3, p 40. ' fh'd p, 4. 
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0 My owne dere herte, and all mine owne knight, 

In whiche mine herte growen is so fast, 

And lus in me, that it shall ever last." ^ 

But misfortune comes. Her father Calchas demands 
her back, and the Trojans decide that they will give her 
up in exchange for prisoners. At tliis news she swoons, 
and Troilus is about to slay himself. Their love at this 
time seems imperishable ; it sports with death, because 
it constitutes the whole of life. Beyond tliat better 
and delicious life which it created, it seems there can 
be no other : 

“ But as God would, of swough she abraide. 

And gan to sighe, and Troilus she cride, 

And he answorde : ‘ Lady mine, Creseide, 

Live ye yet V and let his swerde doun glide : 

‘ Ye herte mine, that thanked bo Cupide,' 

(Quod she), and therewithal she sore sight. 

And ho began to glade her as he might. 

Took her in armes two and kist her oft. 

And her to glad, he did al his entent. 

Fur which her gost, that flikcred aie a loft. 

Into her wofull herte ayen it went : 

But at the last, as that her eye glent 
Aside, anon she gou his sworde aspie, 

As it lay bare, and gan for feare crie. 

And asked him why had he it out draw; 

And Troilus anon the cause her told, 

And how himself therwith he wold have slain 
For which Oreseide upon him gan behold, 

And gan him in her armes faste fold, 

And said : * 0 mercy God, lo which a dede ! 

Alas, how nigh we weren bothe dede !* ’* * 

* TroUtu and CresaMa^ voL iv. bk. 2, p. 292. 

> IbH. vol. V. bk. 4, p. 97. 
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At last they axe separated^ with what vows and what 
tears ! and Troilus, alone m his chamber, murmurs : 

“ * Where is mine owue lady lefe and dere ? 

Where is her white brest, where is it, where 1 
Where been her armes, and her eyen cleie 
That yesterday this time with me weie . 

Nor there iios linnre in al the day oi night, 

Whan he was ther as no man might him heie. 

That he ne sayd . ‘ 0 lovesome lady bright, 

How have ye faren sms that ye were there 1 
Welcome y wis mine owne lady dere ! ' . . 

Fro thence forth he rideth up and doune. 

And every thing came him to remembraunce, 

As he rode forth by the places of the tonne. 

In which he whilom had all his pleasaimce : 

^ Lo, yonder saw I mine owue lady daunce. 

And in that temple with her eien dere. 

Me caught first my right lady dere. 

And yonder have I herde full lustely 
My dere fierte laugh, and yonder play 
Saw her ones eke ful blisfiilly. 

And yonder ones to me gau slu say, 

* Now, go^ sweete, love me well I pray 
And yonde so goodly gan she me behold. 

That to the death mine herte is lo her hold. 

And at the comer in the yonder house 
Herde 1 mine alderlevest lady dere. 

So womanly, with voice melodiouse, 

Singen so wel, so goodly, and so dere. 

That in my soule yet me thinketh I here 
The blissful sowne, and in that yonder place. 

My lady first me toke unto her grace.’ 

None has since found more true and tender words 

* Troilus and O^da, vol v. bk. 6, p 119 etpasaim. 
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These ai;e the charmmg “poetic branches” which 
flourished anpd gross ignorance and pompous parades. 
Human intelligence in the middle age had blossomed on 
that side where it perceived the light. 

But mere narrative does not suffice to express his 
felicity and fancy ; the poet must go where “ shoures 
sweet of rain descended soft.” 

“ And eveiy plaiiie \7as clothed faire 
With uew greenc, and maketh small flonres 
To springcn here and there in field and in mode, 

So very good and wholsome be the shoures, 

That it renueth that was old and dede, 

In winter time ; and out of every sede 
Springoth the hearbe, so that every wight 
Of this season wexeth glad and light. . . 

In which (grove) were okes great, straight as a lin^ 
Under the which the grasse so fresh of hew 
Was newly sprong, and an eight foot or nine 
Every tree well fro his fellow grew.” 

He must foiget himself in the vague felicity of the 
country, and, like Dante, lose himself in ideal light and 
allegory. The dreams of love, to continue true, must 
not take too visible a form, nor enter into a too conse- 
cutive history ; they must float in a misty distance 
the soul in which they hover can no longer think of the 
laws of existence ; it inhabits another world ; it forgets 
itself in the ravishing emotion which troubles it, and 
sees its well-loved visions nse, mingle, come and go, as 
in summer we see the bees on a hill-slope flutter in a 
haze of light, and circle round and round the flowers. 

One morning,^ a lady sings, at the dawn of day, 1 
entered an oak-grove 

* Tht Flowvr and lmf% vi. p 244 , I 6 - 32 . 



188 


THE SOURCE. 


BOOK L 


With biunches brode, laden with levee ne^, 

That sprongen out ayen the sunne^hene, 

Some veiy red, and some a glad light greu& ... * 

And I, that all this pleasaunt sight sie, 

Thought sodainly I felt so sweet an aire 
Of the eglentcrc, that cei tainely 
There is no hejf, I deme, in such dispaire, 

Ne with thoughts froward and contraire, 

So oveilaid, but it should soone have bote, 

If it liad ones felt this savour sote. 

And as I stood, and cast aside mine eie, 

I was ware of the fairest medler tree 
That ever yet in all my life I sie. 

As fuU of blossomes as it might be , 

Therein a goldfinch leaping protilo 

Fro bough to bough ; and, as him list, he eet 

Here and there of buds and floures sweet. . . 

And as 1 sat, the binls harkening thus, 

Methought that I heard voices sodainly, 

The most sweetest and most delicious 
That over any wight, I trow truly. 

Heard in their life, for the armony 
And sweet accord was in so good musike. 

That the voice to angels most was like.” ^ 

Then ahe sees arrive " a world of ladies ... in suicotes 
white of velvet ... set with emerauds ... as of 
great pearles round and orient, and diamonds fine and 
rabies red.'’ And all had on their head " a rich &et of 
gold . . . fuU of stately riche stones set,” with "a 
chapdet of branches firesh and grene . . . some of 

> Th$ Flffum and the Leaf^ p 245, 1. 88. 

• Vi. p 246^ 2 78>188. 
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laurer, so^ie uf wooilbind, some of agnus casius ; ” and 
at the same Jbime came a train of vab'ont knights in 
splendid array, with “ harneis ” of red gold, shining in 
the sun, and noble steeds, with trappings of cloth oi 
gold, and furred with ermine.” These knights and 
ladies were the servants of the Leaf, and they sate under 
a great oak, at the feet of their queen. 

From the otlier side came a bevy of ladies as resplen- 
dent as the first, but crowned with fresh flowers. These 
were the servants of the Flower. They alighted, and 
began to dance in the meadow. But heavy clouds 
appeared in the sky, and a storm broke out. They 
wished to shelter thenibclves under the oak, but there 
was no more room ; they ensconced themselves as they 
could in the hedges and among the brushwood ; the rain 
came down and spoiled their garlands, stained their 
robes, and washed away their ornaments ; when the 
sun returned, they went to ask succour from the queen 
of the Leaf ; she, being merciful, consoled them, repaired 
the injury of the rain, and restored their original beauty. 
Then all disappears as in a dream. 

The lady was astonished, when suddenly a fair dame 
appeared and instructed her. She le.irned that the 
servants of the Leaf had lived like brave knights, and 
those of the Flower had loved idleness and pleasure. 
She promises to serve the Leaf, and came away. 

Is this an allegory ? There is at least a lack of wit. 
There is no ingenious enigma ; it is dominated by fancy, 
and the poet thinks only of displaying in quiet verse 
the fleeting and brilliant train which had amused his 
mind, and charmed his eyes. 

Chaucer himself, on the first of May, rises and goes 
ut into the meadows. Love enters his heart with the 
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balmy air ; the landscape is transfigured, and the birds 
begin to speak : 

There sate 1 downe among the faire flours, 

And saw the birds trip out of hiv boui 
There as they rested hem all the night, 

They were so joyfull of the dnyes light, 

They began ot May for to done honours 

They coud that service dl by rote, 

There was many a lovely note. 

Some song loud as they had plainod, 

And some in other manner voice yfained 
And some all out with the ful throte. 

The proyned hem and made hem right gay, 

And dauncedeu, and lepten on the spray, 

And evermore two and two in fere, 

Right so as they had chosen hem to yere. 

In Feverere upon saint Valentines day. 

And thenriver that I sate upon, 

It made such a noise as it ron, 

Accordaunt >vith the birdes armony, 

Methought it was the best irdody 
That might ben yheard of any mon,” ^ 

This confused liarmony of vague noises troubles the 
sense; a secret languor enters the soul. The cuckoo 
throws monotonous voice like a mournful and tender 
sigh between the white osh-tree boles ; the nightingale 
makes his triumphant notes roll and ring above the 
leafy canopy ; fancy breaks in unsought, and Chaucer 
hears them dispute of Love. They sing alternately an 
antistrophio song, and the nightingale weeps for vexation 
to hear the cuckoo speak in depredation of Love. He 
^ Tht Oudmo and NiffimffaU, vi p. ISl, I 67-85. 
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is consoled, howevei;, by the poet's voice, .‘teeing that be 
also suffers with him : 

“ ‘ For love and it hath doe me much wo.’ 

‘ Ye use ’ (quod she) ‘ tlii-s medicine 
Every day this May tir thou dine 
Go looke upon the fresh daisie, 

And though thou be for wo iu poiut to die, 

That shall full greatly lessen thee of thy pine. 

‘ And looke alway thar thou be good and trew, 

And I wol sing one of tho songcb new, 

For love of thee, as loud as I may crie 
And than she began this song full hie, 

‘ I shrowe all hem that been of love untrue.’ 

To such exquisite delicacies love, as with Petrarch, 
had carried poetry; by refinement even, as with Pe- 
trarch, it is lost now and then in its wit, conceits, 
clinches. But a marked characteristic at once separates 
it from Petrarch. If over-excited, it is also grace- 
ful, polished, full of archness, banter, fine sensual 
gaiety, somewhat gossipy, as the Frencli always paint 
love. Chaucer follows his true masters, and is himself 
an elegant speaker, facile, ever ready to smile, loving 
choice pleasures, a disciple of tlie Roman de la Rose, and 
much less Italian than Frencli.'^ The bent of French 
character makes of love not a passion, but a gay banquet^ 
tastefully arranged, in which the service is elegant, the 
food exquisite, the silver brilliant, the two guests iu full 
dress, in good humour, quick to anticipate and please 
each other, knowing how to keep up the gaiety, and 
when to part In Chaucer, without doubt, this other 

1 The Ouekow md Nightingale, vi. p. 126, 1. 230-241. 

* Stendhs], Oii Love : the diflbrenof of Love-taste and Love-poasioiii 
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altogether worldly vein runs side by side, with the 
sentimental element. If Troilus is a creeping lover, 
I’aniarus is a lively rascal, who volunteers for a singu- 
lar service with amusing urgency, frank immorality, 
and carries it out carefully, gratuitously, thoroughly. 
In these pretty attempts Chaucer accompanies him as 
far as possible, and not shocked. On the contrary, 
he makes fun out of it. At the critical moment, with 
transpaiciit hypocrisy, he shelters himself behind his 
" autlior.” If you find tlie particulars free, he says, it is 
not my fault ; “ so writen clerks in hir bokes old,” and 
" I mote, aftir min auctour, telle . .” Not only is 

he gay, but he jests throughout the whole tale. He 
sees clearly through the tticks of feminine modesty ; he 
laughs at it archly, knowing full well what is behind ; 
he seems to be saying, finger on lip : ” Hush ! let the 
grand words roll on, you wUl be edified presently.” 
We are, in fact, edified ; so is he, and in the nick of 
time he goes away, carrying the light : ” For ought I 
can aspies, this light nor I ne serven hero of nought” 
" Troilus,” 3ay§ uncle Paudarus, “ if ye be wise, sweven- 
eth not now, lest more folke arise.” Troilus takes care 
not to swoon ; and Cressida at' last, being alone with 
him, speaks wittily and with prudent delicacy ; there 
is here an exceeding charm, no coarseness. Their 
happiness covers all, even voluptuousness, with a pro- 
fusion and perfume uf its heavenly roses. At most a 
slight spice of archness flavours it : " and gode thrift he 
had full oft.” Troilus holds his mistress in his arms : 

“ with worse hap God let us never mete.” The poet is 
almost as well pleased as they : for him, as for the men 
of his time, the sovereign good is love, not damped, but 
.satisfied; they ended even by thinking sueli love a 
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merit. The ladies declared in their judgments, that 
when people love, they can refuse nothing to the 
beloved. Love lias become law ; it is inscribed in a 
code ; they combine it with religion ; and there is a 
sacrament of love, in which the birds in their anthems 
sing matins.^ Chaucer curses with all his heart the 
covetous wretches, the business men, who treat it as a 
madness : 

As would God, tho wretches that despise 
Service of love had cares al so long 
As had Mida, ful of covetise, . . . 

To teachen hem, that they been in the vice 
And lovers not, although they hold hem nice, 

. . . God yeve hem mischaunce, 

And eyery lover iu his trouth avaunce.”^ 

He clearly lacks severity, so rare in southern literature. 
The Italians iu the middle age made a virtue of joy ; and 
you perceive that tho world of chivalry, as conceived by 
the French, expanded morality so as to confound it 
with ])lea8ure. 

IV. 

There are other characteristics still more gay. The 
true Gallic literature crops up ; obscene tales, practical 
jokes on one’s neighbour, not shrouded in the Ciceronian 
style of Boccaccio, but related lightly by a man in good 
humour j* above all, active roguery, the trick of laughing 
at your neighbour’s expense. Chaucer displays it better 
than Butebeuf, and sometimes better than La Fonbiiue. 
He does not knock his men down; he pricks them as 

* TAe Cburt of Laot^ about 1853, et $en. See also the Ttskmmi. of 
Looe. 

* Treilus and Gmsida, vol. v. iii. pp. 44, 45. 

* The story of the pear-tree (Merchant’s Tale), and of the cradle 
(Reeve's Tale), for instance, in the Canterbury Tales. 

VOL. I. 
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he passes, not from deep hatred or indignation, but 
through sheer nimbleness of disposition, and quick sense 
of the ridiculous; he throws his gibes at them by 
handfuls. His man of law is more a man of. business 
than of the world : 

“ No wher so besy a man as he ther n*as, 

And yet he signed hesier tlian he was.*’^ 

His three buigesses : 

“ Everich, for the wisdom that he can 
Was shapelicli for to ben an aldertiiaii. 

For catel hadden thoy yuough and rant, 

And eke hir wives wolde it wel assent.” ^ 

Of the mendicant Eiiar ho says : 

His wallet lay beforne him in his lappe, 

Brat-ful of pardon come fiom Rome al hote.’*^ 

The mockery here comes from the heart, in the French 
manner, without effort, calculation, or vehemence. It 
is so pleasant and so natural to banter one’s neighbour 1 
Sometimes the lively vein becomes so copj'iis, that it 
furnishes an entire comedy, indelicate certahily, but so 
free and life-like I Here is the portrait of the Wife of 
Bath, who has buried five husbands ; 

“ Bold was hire face, and fayre and rede of hew, 

She was a worthy woman all hire h've ; 

Housboudes at the chirche dore had she had five, 
Withouten other compaguie in youthe. . . . 
la all the parish wif ne was ther non, 

That to the ofiring before hire shulde gon, 

And if ther did, certain so wroth was she, 

That she was out of alle ebaritee.”^ 

A OcHMmry Taka, proUgua, p. 10, 1 828. * Ibid, 878. 

* OfUL p. 21, 1. 688. * Ibid. ii. protoguat p. 14, 1. 460. 
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What a tongue she .has I Impertinent, full of vanity, 
bold, chat&rinj^, unbridled, she silences eveiybody, and 
holds forth for an hour before coming to her tala 
We hear her grating, high-pitched, loud, clear voice, 
wherewith she deafened her husbands. She continually 
harps upon the same ideas, repeats her reasons, piles 
them up and confounds tliem, like a stubborn mule who 
runs along shaking and ringing liis bells, so that the 
stunned listeners remain open-mouthed, wondering that 
a single tongue can spin out so many words. Tlie 
subject was worth the trouble. She proves tliat she 
did well to marry five husbands, and she proves it 
clearly, like a woman who knew it, because she had 
tried it : 


** God bad us for to wea^and midtiplie ; 

That gentil text can I wel understoud ; 

Eke wel I wot, he sayd, that min husboiid 
Shiild leve fader and moder, and take to me ; 

But of no nouinbre mention made he, 

Of bigamic or of octogamie ; 

Why shuld men than speke of it rilaiiie ? 

Lo here the wise king dan Solomon, 

1 trow he hadde wiyes mo than on, 

(As wolde God it leM were to me 
To be refreshed half so oft as he,) 

Which a gift of God had he for die his wires ? . . 
Blessed be God that I have wedded five. 

Wrioome the sixthe whan that ever he shaU. . . . 
He (Christ) spake to hem that wold live parfitly, 
And lordinga (by your leve), that am nat 1 ; 

1 wol bestow the floiu of all myn age 
In th* actes and the fruit of matiage. . . . 

An hosbond wol 1 have, I wol not lette. 

Which shal be both my dettour and my thnlL 
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And have his tribulation withall 
Upon his flesh, while that I am his wif/’^ 

Here Chaucer has the freedom of Moli^re, and we possess 
it no longer. His good wife justifies marriage in terms 
just as technical as Sganarelle. It behoves us to turn 
the pages quickly, and follow in the lump only this 
Odyssey of marriage'. The experienced wife, who has 
journeyed through life with live husbands, knows the 
art of taming them, and relates how she persecuted them 
with jealousy, suspicion, grumbling, quarrels, blows given 
and received; how the husband, checkmated by the 
continuity of the tempest, stooped at last, accepted the 
halter, and turned the domestic mill like a conjugal and 
resigned ass : 

** For as an hors, I coude bite and whine ; 

1 coude plain, and I was in the gilt. . . . 

I plained first, so was our werre ystint. 

They were ful glad to excusen hem ful blive 
Of thing, the which they never agih bir live. . . . 

I swore that aU my walking out by night 
Was for to espien wenches thai he digbt. . 

For though the pope had sitten hem beside, 

I wold not spare hem at hir owen bonl. , 

But certainly I made folk swiche chere. 

That in his owen grese I made him Me 
For anger, and for veray jalousie. 

By Ood, in erth I was his purgatorie, 

For which I hope his soule be in glorie."* 

She saw the fifth first at the burial of the fourth : 

“ And Jankin oure clerk was on of tho : 

As helpe me God, whan that I saw him go 

* OmtkThiry TaleSt ii. Wif* ofB(Uk*$ Prologw, p. 168, 1. 6610-6780 
* nid.u,ip. 179, 1. 6968-6072. 
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Aftir the here, me thought he had a paire 
Of li^es and of feet, so dene and faire, 

That all«my herte 1 yavo unto his hold. 

He was, I trow, a twenty winter old, 

And I was fourty, if I shal say soth. . . . 

As helpe me God, I was a lusty on, 

And faire, and riche, and yonge, and well begon.”’ 

“ Vonge,” what a word ! Was human delusion ever more 
happHy painted ? How life-like is all, and how easy 
the tone. It is the satire of marriage. You will find 
it twenty times in Chaucer. Nothing moi-e is wanted 
to exhaust the two subjects of French mockery, than to 
unite with the satire of maniage the satire of religion. 

We find it here; and Eabelais is not more bitter. 
The monk whom Chaucer paints is a hypocrite, a jolly 
feUow, who knows good inns and jovial hosts better thau 
the poor and -the hospitals : 

“ A Frore there was, a wanton aud a mery . . . 

Fill wel beloved, aud familier was he 
With frankcleius over all in his contree. 

And oke with worthy wimmeu of the toim. . 

Full swetcly herds he confession. 

And pleasant was his absolution. 

He was an esy man to give penance, 

Ther as he wiste to han a good pitauce : 

For imto a poure ordre for to give 
la signo that a man is wel yshrive. . . . 

And kuew wel the tavernes in every toun, 

And every hosteler and gay tapstere. 

Better thau a lazar and a beggere. . . . 

It is not honest, it may not avance, 

As for to delen with no swich pouraille, 

But all with riche and sellers of vitaille. . . . 

Tales, Jfrift of Bath's Prologue, p. 185, 1, 6177-«18a 
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For many a man so hard is of his herte, 

He may not wepe, although him sore smerte. 

Thei’fore in stede of w^ing and piaieres, 

Men mote give silver to the poure fireres.”^ 

This lively irony had an exponent before in Jean de 
Meung. But Chaucer pushes it further, and gives it life 
and motion. His monk begs from house to house, hold- 
ing out Ids wallet : 

** In every hous ho gun to poio and prie, 

And begged mele and chese, or dies com. . . 

‘ Yeve us a bushel whete, or malt, or reye, 

A Goddes kicliel, or a trippe of chese, 

Or dies what you list, wo may not chese ; 

A Goddes halfpeny, or a mas&c peny , 

Or yeve us of your braun, if ye have any, 

A dagon of your blanket, leve dame, 

Our suster dere (lo here I write your name).* . . 

And whan that he was out at dore, anon, 

He planed away the names evcrich on.”“ 

He has kept for tlie end of his circuit, Thomas, one of 
his most liberal clients. He finds him in b d, and ill ; 
here is excellent fruit to suck and squeeze : 

“ * God wot,’ quod he, ‘laboured have 1 ful sore, 

And spedally for thy salvation, 

Have I sayd many a precious orison.. . . . 

I have this day ben at your chircho at messe . . . 

< And ther I saw our dame, a, wher is she 1’ ” ^ 

The dame enters : 

“ This frere ariseth up ful curtisly, 

And hire ^braceth iu his armes narwe. 

And kisseth hire swete and chirketh as a sparwe.'** . . . 

* Oanteriury TaUs, prologue, IL p. 7, 2. 208 et passim. 

* Ibid. The Sompnmsres Tale, ii. p. 880, 1. 7819-7840. 

* iUd p. 281, 1. 7868. « Ibid. p. 881 . 1 7884 
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Then, in his sweetest and most caressing voice, he com- 
pliments hhr, and says ; 

“ * Thanked be God tLit you yaf soule and lif, 

Yet saw I not this day so faire a wif 
In all the cliirche, God so save me.’ 

Have we not here already Tartuffe and Elmire ? But 
the monk is with a farmer, and can go to work more 
quickly and directly. When the compliments ended, 
he thinks of the substance and asks the lady to let 
him talk alone with Thomas. Ho must inquire after 
the state of his soul : 

“ * I wol with Thomas speke a litel throw : 

Thiso curates ben so negligent and slow 
To gropen tendrely a conscience. . . . 

Now, dame,’ quod ho, *jeo vous die earn douU^ 

Hayo I nat of a capon but the liver, 

And of your white bred nat but a shiver, 

.Ind after that a rusted pigges hed 

(But I ne woMe for me no beest were ded), 

Than had I with you homly sufSsance. 

I am a mail of litel busteiiance, 

My spirit hath his fostring in the Bible. 

My body is ay so redy and penible 
To waken, that my stomak is destroied.’ ” * 

Poor man, he raises his liauds to heaven, and ends with 
a sigh. 

The wife tells him her child died a fortnight before. 
Straightway he manufactures a miracle ; could he earn 
his money in any better way? He had a revelation of 
this death in the “ dortour ” of the convent ; he saw the 

> CmUerhury Talee^ ii. The Sompnoures TaUt p. 222, L 7889. 

> Ibid. p. 222, 1 7897-7429. 
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child carried to paradise; he rose with his brothers. 
" with many a tere trilling on our cheke/’ and they sang 
a Te Deum : 

“ ' For, sire oiid dame, tnisteth me right wel, 

Oiv orisoiib heii iiioic effectuel, 

.Viid luoie scon of Cristes seciec tlunges 
Than boicl folk, although that they be kingos 
NVe live in jraveite, and in abstinence. 

And borcl folk in iichcsse and dihpencc. . 

Lazer and Dives livedcn diveiscly, 

And divci-h guerdon hadden they therby.’ ” ’ 

Presently he spurts out a whole sermon, in a loathsome 
style, and with an intci est which is plain enough. The 
sick man, wearied, replies that he has already given half 
his fortune to all kinds of monks, and yet he continually 
suffem. Listen to the giieved exclamation, the true 
indignation of the ‘mendicant monk, who sees hiinseH 
threatened by the competition of a brother of the cloth 
to share his client, his revenue, his booty, his food- 
8up])lies : 

The frere answered : * O Thomas, dost thou so f 
What nedeth you diverse freres to sechel 
What nedeth him that hath a parfit leche, 

To sechen other leches in the toun 1 
Your inconstauce is your confusion. 

Hold ye than me, or olles our oovent. 

To pray for you ben insufficient ? 

Thomas, that jape n’ is not worth a mite. 

Your maladie is for we han to lite.' 

Recognise the great orator ; he employs even the grand 
style to keep the supplies from being cut off : 

' OaiUer^ry TaUa^ il Thi Sompnourg$ Tale, p. 228, 1 7460>7460. 

> Jiid. p. 220, 1 7636^644. 
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“ ‘A, yove that covent half a quarter otos j 
/nd yeve that cuvent four and twenty giutes ; 

And fcve that frere a peny, and lot him go : 

Nay, nay, Thomiu, it may no thing bo so. 

What is a fcrthiiig worth parted on twelve 
Lo, eche thing that is oned in himself 
Is more strong, than whan it is yscatemi . . . 

Thou woldest han our labour al for nought.’ 

Tlien he begins again his sei'mon in a louder tone, 
shouting at each word, quoting oxsnn])lcs from Seneca 
and the classics, a terrible fluency, a trick of his trade, 
which, diligently applied, must draw money from the 
patient. He asks for gold, " to make our cloisti*e,” 

“ . . . ‘ And yet, God wot, uneth the fundament 
I^'lrfourmod is, no of oiu: pavement 
N’ is not a tile yet within our wones ; 

By God, wo owon fourty pound for stonoh. 

Now help Thomas, for him that liarwcd hello, 

For elles mote we oure bokes selle, 

And if ye lackc ouro predication. 

Than goth this world all to destruction. 

For who so fro this world wold us bcievc. 

So God me save, Thomas, by your levc, 

Ho wold bereve out of this world the sonne.’ " * 

In the end, Thomas in a rage promises him a gift, tells 
him to put his liand in the bed and take it, and sends 
him away duped, mocked, and covered with filth. 

We have descended now to popular farce: when 
amusement must be had at any price, it is sought, as 
here, in broad jokes, even in filthiness. We can see how ' 
these two coarse and vigoinus plants have blossomed in 

* OcaUerhiiiry Tales, ii. The Sompnoures Tale, p. 226, 1. 7646-766A 
> Ibid. n. 280, 1 7688-760A 
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the dung of the middle age. Planted by the sly fellows 
of Champagne and Ile-de-France, watered by the trofu^ 
virfs, they were destined fully to expand,' speckled and 
ruddy, in the large hands of Rabelais. Meanwhile 
Chaucer phi c ks his nosegay from it Deceived husbands, 
mishaps in inns, accidents in bed, cuffs, kicks, and rob- 
beries, these sulfice 1 raise a loud laugh. Side by side 
with noble pictures of cliivalry, he gives us a train of 
Flemish grote&c[ue figures, carpenters, joiners, friars, 
summouera; blows abound, fists descend on fleshy backs; 
many nudities are shown ; they swindle one another out 
of their com, their wives; they pitch one another out 
of a window ; they brawl and quarrel. A bruise, a piece 
of open filthiness, passes in such society for a sign of 
wit The summoner, being rallied by the friar, gives 
him tit for tat : 

“ * This Frere bosteth that he knowetli helle. 

And, God it wot, that is but litel wonder, 

Freres and fendes ben but litel asondei. 

For parde, ye han often titip herd telle 
How that a Frere ravished '/as to helle 
In spuit ones by a visiouu, 

And as an angel lad hiin up and doiiu, 

To shewen him the peines that thcr were, . . . 

And unto Sathanas he lad him douu. 

(And now hath Sathanas,’ saith he, ‘ a tayl 
Broder than of a Carrike is the sayl.) 

Hold u]) thy tayl, thou Sathana'4, quod h^ 

and let the Frere see 

Wber ie the nest of Freres in this place. 

And er than half a furlong way of space, 

Right so as bees out swannen of an hive, 

Out of the devils . . . ther gonnen to driva 
A twenty thousand Freres on a route, 
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And thuighout hell th^ swarmed id aboute, 

And com agen, as fa^t as they may gon.’ ” ^ 

Such were the coarse buffooneries of the popular im- 
agination. 

V. 

It is high time to return to Chaucer liim&elf Beyond 
the two notable characteristics which settle liis place in 
his age and school of poetry, Iheie are otliers which take 
him out of his age and schooL If he was romtuitic and 
gay like the rest, it was after a fashion of his own. He 
observes characters, notes their differences, studies the 
coherence of their parts, endeavours to describe li\ ing 
individualities, — a thing unheard of in his time, but 
wliich tlie renovators in the si.xteenth centuiy, and 
first among them Shakspoare, will do afterwaixls Is it 
already tlie English positive common souse and aptitude 
for seeing the inside of things which’ begins to appear ( 
A new spirit, almost manly, pierces through, in litera- 
ture as in iiainting, with Chaucer as with Van Eyck, 
with both at the same time; no longer the childish 
imitation of chivalrous life * or monastic devotion, but 
the grave spirit of inquiry and craving foi deep truths, 
whereby art becomes complete. For the first time, in 
Chaucer as in Van Eyck, the character described stands 
out in relief ; its parts are connected ; it is no longer an 
unsubstantial phantom. You may guess its past and fore- 
tell its future action. Its externals manifest the personal 
and incommunicable details of its inner nature, and the 

^ Oanterlmry Tala, il The Sompnoura Prologue, p. 217, 1. 7254- 
7270. 

> Sea iu The Canterhiry Tala the Rhyme of Sir Topas, a parody on 
tha chivalito hiatoriea. Each character there aeema a preonnor ol 
Cenrantee. 
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iniinito oomplexitj of its economy and motion. To 
this day, after four centuries, that character ib individu- 
ali ed, and typical ; it remains distinct £a our memory, 
like the creations of Shakspeare and Buhens. We 
observe this giwth in the very act. Not only does 
Chaucer, liko Boccaccio, bind his tales into a single 
history ; but in addition — and this is wanting in Boc- 
caccio — he begins with the portrait of all his iiairatois, 
knight, summoner, man of law, monk, bailiff or reeve, 
host, about thirty distinct figures, of every sex, condition, 
age, each painted with his disposition, face, costume, 
turns of speech, little significant actions, habits, ante- 
cedents, each maintained in his character by his talk and 
subsequent actions, so tliat we can discern here, sooner 
than in any other nation, the germ of the domestic novel 
as we write it to-day. Think of the portraits of the 
franklin, the miller, the mendicant friar, and wife of 
Bath. There are plenty of others which show the broad 
brutalities, the coarse tricks, and tlie pleasantries of 
vulgar life, as well as the gross and plentiful feastiugs of 
sensual hfe. , Heie and thei'e honest old swashbucklers, 
who double their fists, and tuck up their sleeves : or con- 
tented beadles, who, when they have drunk, will speak 
nothing but Latin. But by the side of these there ore 
some choice characters; the knight, who went on a 
crusade to Granada and Prussia, brave and courteous : 

“ And though that he was woithy he was wis^ 

And of his port as meke as is a mayde. 

He never yet no vilanie ne sayde 
In alle his lif, unto no manere wight, 

He was a veiay perfit gentil knight."^ 


* Frologae to CSawterlwry Talu, ii p. S, 2. 68-72. 
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“ With him, ther was his sons, a yonge Sqiiier. 

£ lover, and a lusty bacheler, 

Withlockes crull as they were laide in presse 
Of twenty yere of age he was I gesse. 

Of his stature he was of even lengthe. 

And wonderly deliver, and gtete of strengthe. 

And he hadde be somtime in chevaukie, 

In Flaundres, in Artois, and in Picardic, 

And borne him wel, as of so litcl t»pace. 

In hope to stoudcn in his Lulies grace. 

Embronded was he, as it were a mede 
Alle fill of fresshe floures, white and rede. 

Singing he was, or doyting alle the day, 

He was as fresshe, os is the moneth of May. 

Short was his gotine, with sieves long and wide 
Wel coude he sitte on hors, and fayre ride. 

He coude songes make, and wel endite. 

Juste and eke dance, and wel pourtraie and write 
So hote he loved, that by nightertale 
He slep no more than doth the nightingale. 

Curteis he was, lowly and servisable, 

And carf befor his fader at the table.’’ ^ 

There is also a poor and learned clerk of Oxford ; and 
liner still, and more worthy of a modem hand, the 
Prioress, " Madame i^lantine,” who as a nun, a maiden, 
a great lady, is ceremonious, and shows signs of exquisite 
taste. Would a better be found now-a-days in a Ger- 
man chapter, amid the most modest and lively bevy oi 
sentimental and literary canonesses ? 

“ Ther was also a Nonne, a Prioresse, 

That of hire smiling was ful simple and coy 
Hire gretest othe n’as but by Seiiit Eloy ; 

And riie was deped Madame Eglentine. 

^ Prologue to OmUtrbttry Tales, iL p. 3^ 7S«100. 
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Ful wel she sange the servioe devine, 

Entuned in hire nose ful swetely ; 

And Frenche she spake fill fayre and fetisly 
After the scole of Stratford-atte-bowe, 

For Frenche of Paris, was to hire nnknowe. 

At mete was she wel ytaughte withallc , 

She lette no morsel fiom liire lippes falle, 

Ne wette hii< fingies in hire sauce depe 
Wel coude she carie a morsel, and wel kepe, 

Thatte no drope ue fell upon hire brest. 

In curtesie was sette ful mpche hire lest. 

Hire over lippe wiped she so clene. 

That in hire cuppe was no ferthing sene 
Of grese, whan she dronken hadde hiie draught, 

Ful semely after hire mete she rauglit. 

And sikerly she was of grete disport 
And ful plesaut, and amiable of port. 

And peined hire to conticfeten chore 
Of court, and ben estatelich of manere, 

And to ben holden digne of reverence.” * 

Are you offended by these provincial affectations? 
Not at all; it is delightful to I'ohold these nice and 
pi'etty ways, these little affectations, the waggery and 
prudery, tlie half-worldly, half-monastic smile. We 
inhale a delicate feminine perfume, preserved and grown 
old under the stomacher : 

• “ But for to spoken of hire conscience. 

She was so charitable and so pitous. 

She wolde wepe if that she saw a mous 
Oaughte in a trappe, if it were ded or bledda 
Of smale houndes hadde she, that she fedde 
With rested flesh, and milk, and wastel breda 
But sore wept she if on of hem were dede, 

* Prologue to Ocrnttrlury TaU»t li p. 4, 2. 118-141. 
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Or if men smpte it with a yerde smert : 

And all was conscience and tendre herte.” ^ 

• 

liany elderly ladies throw themselves into such affec- 
tions as thesOj for lack of others. Elderly! what an 
objectionable word have 1 employed 1 She was not 
elderly : 

“ Fill semcly hire wimple ypinched was, 

Hire nose tretis ; hire eyen grey as glas ; 

Hire moutli ful smale, and tlierio soft and red , 

But sikerly she hadde a fayre forched. 

It was almost a spaimo brode I trowe ; 

For hardily she was not imdergrowe. 

Ful fetise ^vas hire doke, as I was ware. 

Of small corall aboiite hue arm she bare 
A pair of bedes, gauded al with grene ; » 

And thereon heng a broche of gold ful shene, 

On whicho was finst ywritteu a crouned A, 

And after, Amor viiu:%l omnia." ^ 

A pretty ambiguous device, suitable either for gallantry 
or devotion ; the lady was both of tlie world and the 
cloister : of the world, you may see it in her dress ; of 
the cloister, you gather it from another Nonne also 
with hii'e hadde she, that was liire chapeUeine, and 
Ppeestes thre from the Ave Maria which she sings, 
the long edifying stories which she relates. .She is like 
a fresh, sweet, and inddy cherry, made to ripen in the 
sun, but which, preserved in an ecclesiastical jar, has 
become candied and insipid in tlie syiup. 

Such is the power of reflection which begins to dawn, 
such the high art. Chaucer studies here, rather than auns 
at amusement ; he ceases to gossip, and thinks ; instead 

> Prologue to Oemterbury Tales, ii. p. 5, 1. H2A60, 

* Ibid. 1. 161-162. 
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of surrendeiiug liimself to the facility of flowing ini* 
provisation, ho plans. Each tale is suited to the teller : 
the young squire relates a fantaetic and Onentfd histoiy ; 
the tipsy miller a loose and comical story ; the honest 
clerk the touching legend of Griselda All these tales 
are bound together, and that much better than by Boc- 
caccio, by little vei table incidents, which spring from 
the characters of the personages, and sucli os we light 
upon in our travels. The horsemen ride on in good 
humour in the sunshine, in the open country ; they con- 
verse. The miller has dnink too much ale, and will 
speak, "and for no man foibere” The cook goes to 
sleep on his beast, and they play practical jokes on him. 
The monk and the summonei get up a dispute about 
their respective hues of business The host restores 
peace, makes them speak or be silent, like a man who 
has long presided in the inn parlour, and who has often 
had to check brawlers Tliey pass judgment on the 
stories they listen to : declaring that tliere are few 
Griseldas in the world ; laughing at the n«isadveutures 
of the tricked carpenter; drawing a lesson from the 
moral tale. The poem is no longer, as in the contempo- 
raiy literature, a mere procession, but a painting in 
which the contrasts are arranged, the attitudes chosen, 
the general effect calculated, so that it becomes life and 
motion ; we forget ourselves at the sight, ae in Hie case 
of every life-like work ; and we long to get on horse- 
back on a fine sunny morning, and canter along green 
meadows with the pilgrims to the shrine of the good 
saint of Canterbury. 

Weigh the value of the words "general effect" 
According as we plan it or not, we enter on our 
maturity or infancy f The whole future lies in these 
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two words^ Savages or half savages, warriors of the 
Heptarchy or, knights of the middle-age; up to this 
period, no one had reached to tliis point. They had 
strong emotions, tender at times, and each expressed 
them according to the original gift of his race, some by 
short cries, others by continuous babble. But tliey did 
not command or guide their impressions ; they sang or 
conversed by impulse, at random, according to the bent 
of- their disposition, leaving their ideas to present 
themselves as they might, and when they hit upon 
order, it was ignorantly and involuntarily. Here for 
the first time appears a superiority of intellect, which 
at the instant of conception suddenly halts, rises above 
itself, passes judgment, and says to itself, " This phrase 
tells the same thing as the last — remove it ; these two 
ideas are disjointed — connect them; this description 
is feeble — reconsider it.” Wlien a man can speak thus 
he has an idea, not learned in tlie schools, but personal 
and practical, of the human mind, its process and needs, 
and of things also, their composition and combinations ; 
he has a style, that is, he is capable of making eveiy- 
thing understood and seen by the human mind. He 
can extract from every object, landscape, situation, char- 
acter, the special and significant marks, so as to group 
and arrange them, in order to compose an artificial 
work which surpasses tlio natural work in its purity 
and completeness. He is capable, as Chaucer was, of 
seeking out in the old common forest of the middle- 
ages, stories and legends, to replant them in his own 
soil, and make them send out new shoots. He has the 
right and the power, as Chaucer had, of copying and 
translating, because by dint of retouching he impresses 
on his translations and copies his original mark; he 
VOL. L P 
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re-croates what he imitates, because through, or by the 
side of worn-out fancies and monotonous, stories, he can 
display, as Chaucer did, the chaming ideas of an 
amiable and elastic mind, the thirty master-forms of 
the fourteenth centuiy, the splendid freshness of the 
verdurous landscape and spring-time of England. He 
is not far fmm conceivu g an idea of truth and life. 
He is on the brink of independent thought and fertile 
discovery. This was Chaucci'*s position. At tlie dis- 
tance of a century and a lialf, lie lias affinity with the 
poets of Elizabeth^ by his gallery of pictures, and with 
the reformers of the sixteenth eontiiiy by his portrait 
of the good parson 

Affinity merely. He advanced a few steps beyond 
the threshold of his art, but he paused at the end of the 
vestibule. He half opens the great door of the temple, 
but does not take his seat there ; at most, he sat down in 
it only at intervals. In Ardit and Palamon, in Troilus 
and Cressida, he sketches sentiments, but does not create 
characters; he easily and naturally ♦races the ’'binding 
course of events and conversations, bin does not mark the 
precise outline of a striking figure. If occasionally, as in 
the description of the temple of Mars, after the Thebaid 
of Statius, feeling at his back the glowing breeze of 
poetiy, he draws out his feet, clogged with the mud of 
the middle-age, and at a bound stands upon the poetic 
plain on which Statius imitated Virgil and equalled 
Lucan, he, at other times, again falls back into the 
childish gossip of the trouv^res, or the dull gabble of 

* Tennyson, in his Dream tf Fair fFomm, sings : 

** Dan Chaucer, the first warbler, whose sweet breath 
Preluded those melodious bursts, that fldt 
The siMciouB times of gicat Elisabeth 
With sounds that echo still.**— Tb. 
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learned cleiiks — ^to " Dan Phebiis or Apollo-Delphicus.” 
Elsewhere, a commonplace remark on art intrudes in 
the midst of an impassioned description. He uses three 
thousand verses to conduct Troilus to his first interview. 
He is like a precocious and poetical child, who mingles 
in his love-dreams quotations from his grammar and 
recollections of his alphabet.^ Even in tlic Cantefi^hiry 
Tales he repeats himself; unfolds artless developments, 
forgets- to concentrate Jiia passion or his idea. He 
begins a jest, and scarcely ends it. He dilutes a bright 
colouring in a monotonous stanzit His voice is like 
that of a boy breaking into manhood. At fii’st a manly 
and firm accent is maintained, then a .‘thrill sweet sound 
shows that his growtii is not finished, and that his 
strength is subject to weakness. Cliaucer sets out as 
if to quit the middle-age ; but in the end he is there 
stilL To-day he composes the Canterbury Tales; yester- 
day he was translating the Riman de la Rose, To-day 
he is studying the complicated machineiy of the heart, 
discovering ihe issues of primitive education or of the 
ruling disposition, and creating the comedy of manners ; 
to-morrow, he will have no pleasure but in curious 
events, smooth allegories, amorous discussions, imitated 
from the French, or learned moralities from the ancients. 
Alternately he is an observer and a trouvfere ; . instead 
of the step he ought to have advanced, he has but made 
a half-step. 

Who has prevented him, and the others who sur- 

* Speaking of Cresaida, iv., book i. p. 236, he says : 

" Bight os onr first letter is now an a, 

In beautie first so stood she makeles^ 

, Her goodly looking gladed all the preea^ 

Has never seene thing to be praised so dene, 

Nor under clouds blacks so bright a ■terra,’' 
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round him ? We meet with the obstacle in the tales 
he has translated of Mdibemt of tlie Parson^ in his 
Testament of Lorn ; in short, so long as he writes verse, 
he is at his ease ; as soon as he takes to prose, a sort 
of chain winds around his feet and stops him. His 
imagination is fi'ee, and his reasoning a slave. The 
rigid siholastic divisions, the mechanical manner of 
arguing and replying, the ergo, the Latin quotations, 
the authority of Aiistotlo and the Fathers, come and 
weigh down his budding thought His native invention 
disappears under the disci] dine imposed. The servitude 
is so heavy, that oven in the woik of one of his con- 
temporaries, the Testanimt of Love, whicli, for a long 
time, was believed to he written by Chaucer, amid the 
most touching plaints and the most smarting pains, tlie 
beautiful ideal lady, the lieavenly mediator who appears 
in a vision, Love, sets her theses, establishes that the 
cause of a cause is the cause of the thing caused, and 
reasons as pedantically as they would at Cxford. Tn 
what can talent, even feeling, end when it ib kept down 
by such shackles ? What succfv-»sion of original trutlis 
and new doctrines could he found and ]»roved, when in 
a moral talc, like that of Melibcus and his wife Prudence, 
it was thought necessary to establish a formal contro- 
versy, to quote Seneca and Job, to forbid tears, to bring 
forward the weeping Christ to authorise tears, to enumer- 
ate every proof, to call in Solomon, Cassiodonis, and 
Cato ; in short, to write a book for schools ? The public 
cares only for pleasant and lively thoughts ; not serious 
and gene^ ideas; these latter are for a special dass 
only. As soon as Chaucer gets into a reflective mood, 
straightway Saint Thomas, Peter Ijombard, the manual 
of sins, the treatise on definiti(»i and syllogism, tlie 
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aimy of the ancients and of the Fathers, descend from 
their glory, enter his brain, speak in his stead ; and the 
trouvfre’s pleasant voice becomes the dogmatic and 
sleep-inspiring voice of a doctor. In love and satire 
he has experience, and he invents; in what regards 
moitdity and idiilosophy he has learning, and copies. 
For an instant, by a solitar}' leap, he entered upon the 
close observation and th(i genuine study of man; he 
could not keep his ground, he did not take his seat, he 
took a poetic excursion ; and no «)ue followed him. The 
level oi‘ the century is lower ; he is on it himself for 
the most part. He is in the company of narrators like 
lYoissart, of elegant speakcre like Charles of OrliJans, 
of gossipy and barren verse-writers like Gower, Lydgate, 
and Occleve. There is no fruit, but frail and fleeting 
blossom, many useless branches, still more dying or 
dead branches; such is this literature. And why? 
Because it had no longer a root ; after three centuries 
of effort, a heavy instniment cut it underground. This 
instrument was the Scholastic Philosophy. 

VI. 

Beneath every literature there is a philosophy. 
Beneath every work of art is nu idea of nature and of 
life; this idea leads the poet. Whether the author 
knows it or not, he writes in order to exhibit it ; and 
tile characters which he fashions, like the events which 
he arranges, only serve to bring to light the dim cieative 
oonception which raises and combines them. Under- 
lying Homer appears the noble life of heroic paganism 
and of happy Greece. Underlying Dante, the sad and 
violent life of fanatical Catholicism and of the much- 
hating Italians. From either we might draw a tiieoiy 
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of man and of the beautiful It is so with others ; and 
this is how, according to the variations, the birth, 
blossom, decUne, or sluggishness of tfie master-idea, 
liteiature varies, is bom, flourishes, degenerates, comes 
to an end. Whoever plants the one, plants the other : 
whoever undermines the one, undermines the other. 
Place in all the minds of any age a new grand idea of 
natum and life, so tl. it they feel and produce it with 
their whole heart and strength, and you will see them, 
seized with the craving to exju'ess it, invent forms of 
art and groups of figures. Tahe away from these minds 
every grand new idea of nature and life, and you will 
see them, deprived of the craving to express all-important 
thoughts, copy, sink into silence, or rave. 

What has become of these all-important thoughts ? 
What labour worked them out ? What studies nourished 
them? The labouiera did not lack zeal. In the 
twelfth centuiy the eneigy of their minds was admirable. 
At Oxford there were thirty thousand scholars. No 
building in Paris could contain the crowd of Abelard’s 
disciples ; when he retired to solitude, they ac^'ornpanied 
him in such a multitude, that the desert became a town. 
No difficulty repulsed them. There is a story of a 
young boy, who, though beaten by his master, was 
wholly bent on remaining with him, that he might still 
learn. When the terrible encyclopedia of Aristotle was 
introduced, though disfiguied and unintdligible, it was 
devoured. The only question pi'esented to them, that 
of universals, so abstract and dry, so embarrassed by 
Arabic obscurities and Greek subtHties, during cen- 
turies, was seized upon eagerly. Heavy and awkward 
as was the instrument supplied to them, I mean syllo- 
gism, they made themselYes masters of it, render^ it 
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still more heavy, plunged it into every object and in 
every direction. They constructed monstrous books, 
in great numbers, cathedrals of syllogism, of unheard of 
architecture, of prodigious finish, heightened in effect by 
intensity of intellectual power, which the whole sum of 
human labour has only twice been able to match.^ 
These young and valiant minds thought they hud found 
the temple of truth ; they rushed at it headlong, in 
legions, breaking in the doors, clambering over the 
walls, leaping into the interior, and so found themsdves 
at die bottom of a moat Tliree centuries of labour at 
the bottom of this black moat added not one idea to the 
human mind. 

For consider the questions which they treat of. 
They seem to be marclung, but arc merely marking 
time. People would say, to see them moil and toil, 
that they will educe from heart and brain some great 
original creed, and yet all belief was imposed upon them 
from the outset. The system was made ; Uiey could only 
arrange and comment upon it Tlie conception comes 
not from diem, but from Constantinople. Infinitely 
complicated and subtle as it is, the supreme work of 
Oriental mysticism and Greek metaphysics, so dispio- 
portioned to their young understanding, they exhaust 
themselves to reproduce it, and moreover burden their 
unpractised hands ivith the weight of a logical instru- 
ment which Aristotle created for dieory and not for 
practice, and which ought to have remained in a 

1 (Tnder Proclua and under Hegel. Duns Scotns, at the age of thirty* 
one, died, leaving beside his sermons and commentaries, twelve foHo 
volttmes, in a small close handwritings in a style like Hegel’s, on tna 
saqie subject as Proclus treats of. Similarly with Saint Thomas and 
the whole train of schoolmen. No idea can be formed of such a labour 
befbre handling the books themselves. 
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cabinet of philosophical cnriosities, without being ever 
carried into the field of action. “ Whether the divine 
essence engendered the Son, or was engendered by the 
Father ; why the three persons together are not greater 
than one alone; attributes determine persons, not 
substance, that is, nature ; how properties can exist in 
the nature of God, .ind not determine it; if created 
spirits are local and t in be circumscribed ; if God can 
know more things than He is aware of;”^ — these are 
the ideas which they moot: what truth could issue 
thence ? From hand to hand the chimera grows, and 
spreads wider its gloomy wings. “ Can God cause that, 
the place and body being retained, the body shall have 
no position, that is, existence in place ? — Whether the 
impossibility of being engendered i.s a constituent 
property of the First Person of the Trinity — ^Whether 
identity, similitude, and equality axe real relations in 
God.” * Duns Scotus distinguishes three kinds of 
matter: matter which is firstly first secondly first, 
thirdly first. According to him, we must clear this 
triple hedge of thorny abbtraction« in order to under- 
stand the production of a sphere of brass. Under such 
a regimen, imbecility soon makes its appearance. Saint 
Thomas himself considers, " whether the body of Christ 
arose with its wounds, — whether this body moves with 
the motion of the host and the chalice in consecration, 
— ^whether at the first instant of conception Christ had 
the use of free judgment, — ^whether Christ was slain 
by Himself or by another?” Do you think you are 
at the limits of numan folly ? Listen. He considers 
" whether the dove in which the Holy Spirit appeared 

1 Lombard, Book of Sentmees. It was tbe ebunio of tha 
middle-age. * Dona Scotoa, ed. ISSe. 
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was a real^aiiimal, — whether a glorified body can occupy 
one and the ^ame place at the same time as another 
glorified body, — whether in the state of innocence all 
children were masculine?** 1 pass over others as to 
the digestion of Christ, and some still more untranslat- 
able.^ This is the point reached by the most esteemed 
doctor, the most judicious mind, the Bossuet of the 
middle-age. Even in this ring of inanities the answers are 
laid down. lioscellinus and Abelard were excommuni- 
cated, exiled, imprisoned, because they swerx^ed from it. 
There is a complete minute dogma which closes all 
issues ; there is no means of escaping ; after a hundred 
wriggles and a hundred efforts, you must come and 
tumble into a formula. If by mysticism you try 
to fly over their heads, if by experience you en- 
deavour to creep beneatli, powerful talons await you at 
your exit. The wise man passes for a magician, the 
enlightened man for a heretic. The Waldenses, the 
Catharists, the disciples of Jolm of Parma, were burned : 
Roger Bacon died only just in time, oUierwise be might 
have been burned. Under this constraint men ceased 
to think ; for he who speaks of thought, speaks of an 
effort at invention, an individual creation, an energetic 
action. Tliey recite a lesson, or sing a catechism ; even 
in paradise, even in ecstasy and the divinest raptures of 
love, Dante thinks himself bound to show an exact 
memory and a scholastic orthodoxy. How tlien with 

1 Utxhm angclus diligal be ipsum dilectione naturali vel electiva f 
Utram in statu innocentiss fuerit generatio per coitum 7 Utrum omnes 
ftiisBent nati in sexu mascnlino 7 Utrum cognitio angeli posset dici 
loatatina et vespertiiia 7 Utrum martyrilms aureola debeatur 7 Utrum 
vilgo Maria iUerit viigo in concipiendo 7 Utrum remanserit viigo post 
partum 7 The reader may lo<di: out in the text the reply to these last 
tiro quntums. (3. Thomas, Stmma Theologies, ed. 1677.) 
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the rest ? Some, like Raymond Lully, set about in- 
venting an instrument of reasoning to serve in place of 
the understanding. About the fourteenth century, 
under the blows of Occam, this verbal science began to 
totter ; they saw that its entities were only words ; it 
was discredited. In 1 3 6 7, at Oxford, of thirty thousand 
students, there remained six thousand,;^ they stUl set 
their “ Barbara and Felapton,” but only in the way of 
routine. Each one in turn mechanically traversed the 
petty region of threadbare cavils, scratched himself in 
the briai'S of quibbles, and burdened himself with his 
bundle of texts; nothing more. The vast body of 
science which was to have formed and vivified the whole 
thought of man, was reduced to a text-book. 

So, little by little, the conception which fertilised and 
ruled all others, dried up; the deep spring, whence 
flowed all poetic streams, was found empty; science 
furnished nothing more to the world. What further 
works could the world produce ? As Spain, later on, 
renewing the middle-age, after having shone splendidly 
and foolishly by her chivalry and c'evotion, by Lope de 
Vega and Oaldbron, Loyola and St. Theresa, became 
enervated through the Inquisition and through casuistry, 
and ended by sinking into a brutish silence; so the 
middle-age, outstripping Spain, after displaying the 
sensei^ heroism of the crusades, and the poetical 
ecstasy of the cloister, after producing chivalry and saint- 
ship, Francis of Assisi, St. Louis, and Dante, languished 
under the Inquisition and the scholastic learning, and 
became extinguished in idle raving and inanity. 

* The Her. Henry Austey, in his Introduction to Mtmimmta'Acar 
dmteOf Lond. 1868, says that ^'the statemrait of Richard of Armagh 
that tlm were in the thirteenth centuiy 80.000 adiolan at Qzibid li 
almoat incredible.*’ P. xlvUL— Tb. 
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Must quote ^ these good people who speak 
without haviqg anything to say ? You may find them 
in Worton;^ dozens of translators, importing the 
poverties of French litemture, and imitating imitations ; 
rhyming chi’oniclers, most commonplace of men, whom 
we only read because we must accept liistory from 
every quarter, even from imbeciles ; spinners and 
spinsters of didactic poems, who pile up verses on the 
training of falcons,. on hemldr3% on chemistry; editors 
of moralities, who invent the same dream over again 
for tb§ hundredth time, and get themselves taught 
universal history by the goddess Sapience. Like the 
writers of the Latin decadence, these folk only think of 
copying, compiling, abridging, constructing in text-books, 
in rhynled memoranda, the encyclopedia of their times. 

Listen to the moat illustrious, the grave Gower — 
** moraU Gower,” as he was called ? Doubtless here 
and there he contains a remnant of brilliancy and graca 
He is Uke an old secretary of a Court of Love, Andrd 
le Chapelain or any other, who would pass the day in 
solemnly registering the sentences of ladies, and in the 
evening, partly asleep on his desk, would see in a half- 
dream their sweet smile and their beautiful eyes,® The 
ingenious but exhausted vein of Charles of Orleans 
stilL flows in his French ballads. He has the same 
fondling delicacy, almost a little affected. The poor 
little poetic spring flows yet in thin transparent stream- 
lets over the smooth pebbles, and murmurs with a 
babble, pretty, but so low that at times you cannot 
hear 'it. But dull is the rest I His great poem, Con- 

^ Eiti. of English Poetrfft yoL ii. 

> Oontemporaiy with Chaucer. ThoOorfessioAniantiisdMX^StomlWS 

* Sioloryo/SMiph^. Ballads, 
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femo Amantia, is a dialogue between a lover and liia 
confessor, imitated chiefly from Jean de Meung, having 
for object, like the Boinan de la Bose, to explain and 
classify the impediments of love. The superannuated 
theme is always reappearing, covered by a crude erudi- 
tion. You will And here an exposition of hermetio 
science, lectures on the philosophy of Aristotle, a 
treatise on politics, a litany of ancient and modem 
legends gleaned from the compilers, man‘ed in the 
passage by the pedantry of the schools and the igno- 
rance of the age. It is a cartload of scholastic rubbish ; 
the sewer tumbles upon this feeble spirit, which of 
itself was flowing clearly, but now, obstructed by tiles, 
bricks, plaster, ruins from all quarters of the globe, 
drags on darkened and sluggish. Gower, one of the 
most learned of his time,^ supposed that Latin was 
invented by the old prophetess Carmentis; that the 
grammarians, Aristarchus, Donatus, and Didymus, regu- 
lated its syntax, pronunciation, and pro.sody, that it 
was adorned by Cicero with the flowers of eloquence 
and rhetoric; thjsn enriched by translations from the 
Arabic, Chaldsean, and Greek ; and that at last, after 
much labour of celebrated writers, it attained its Anal 
perfection in Ovid, the poet of love. Elsewhere ho 
discovers that Ulysses learned rhetoric from Cicero, 
magic from Zoroaster, astronomy from Ptolemy, and 
philosophy from Plato. And what a style 1 so long, so 
duU,^ so drawn out by repetitious, the most minute 
details, garuished with references to his text, like a man 
who, with his eyes glued to his Aristotle and his Ovid, 

' Warton, ii. 240. 

* See, for instance, his description of the son-s erown, the moat 
poetical passage in book vii. 
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a slave of his musty, parchmeuts, can do nothing hut 
copy and stripg his rhymes together. Schoolboys even 
in old age, they seem to believe that every truth, aU 
wit, is in their great wood-bound books; that they 
have no need to find out and invent for themselves; 
that their wliole business is to repeat ; that this .is, in 
fact, man*s business. The scholastic system had en- 
throned the dead letter, and peopled the world with 
dead undemtandings. 

After Gower come Occleve and Lydgate. ‘ "My 
father Chaucer would willingly have taught me,” says 
Occleve, “ but I was dull, and learned little or nothing.” 
He paraphrased in verse a treatise of Egidius, on govern- 
ment ; these are moralities. There are others, on com- 
passion ‘after Augustine, and on the art of dying ; then 
love-tales ; a letter from Cupid, dated fium his court in 
the month of May. Love and moralities,^ that is, 
abstractions and affectation, were the taste of the time ; 
and so, in the time of Lebrun, of Esnu5nard, at the close 
of contemporaneous French literature,® they produced 
collections of didactic poems, and odes to Chloris. As 
for the monk Lydgate, he had some talent, some imagina- 
tion, especially in high-toned descriptions : it was the 
last flicker of a dying litemture ; gold received a golden 
coating, precious stones were placed upon diamonds, 
ornaments multiplied and made fantastic ; as in their 
dress and buildings, so in their style.^ Look at the 
costumes of Henry IV. and Henry V., monstrous heart- 
shaped or horn-shaped head-dresses, long sleeves covered 
1 1420, 1430. 

This is the title Froissart (1397) gave to his collection when pre- 
senting it to Richard II. ® Lebran, 1729* 1307; Esm4nard, 1770-1812. 

' * Iijdgate, De^rwAim of JVoy— description of nectoi’’8 chapel 

Especially read the Pageants or Solemn Entries. 



222 


THE SOURCE. 


BOOK 1. 


with ridiculous designs, the plumes, and qigain the 
oratories, armorial tombs, little gaudy chapels, like con- 
spioucus flowers under the naves of the Gothic perpen- 
dicular. When we can no more speak to the soul, we 
try to speak to the eyes. This is what Lydgate does, 
nothing more. Pageants or shows arc required of him 
"disguismgs” for the (.'ompany of goldsmiths; a mask 
before the king, a May-entertainment for the sheriffs of 
London, a drama of the creation for tlie festival of Corpus 
Christi, a masquerade, a Christmas sliow ; he gives the 
plan and furnishes the verses. In this matter he never 
runs dry ; two hundred and fifty-one poems are attri- 
buted to liim. Poetry thus conceived becomes a 
manufacture ; it is composed by the yard. Such was 
the judgment of the Abbot of St. Albans, who,* having 
got him to translate a legend in verae, pays a hundred 
shillings for the whole, verse, writing, and illuminations, 
placing the three works on a level. In fact, no more 
thought was required for the one than for the others. 
His three great works. The Fall of F inces, Tht DefitfwMon 
of Troy, and The,Siege of Thehes, are only translations or 
paraphrases, verbose, erudite, descriptive, a kind of chival- 
rous processions, coloured for the twentieth time, in the 
same manner, on the same vellum. The only point 
which rises above the average, at least in the first poem, 
is the idea of Fortune,^ and the violent vicissitudes of 
human life. If there was a philosophy at this time, 
this was it. They wlUingly narrated horrible and tragic 
histories; gather them from antiquity down to their 
own day ; they were far from the trusting and passionate 
piety which felt the hand of God in the government of 

* See the Yinon of Fortune, a gigantic figure. In titiis painting he 
ehowB both feeling and talent 
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the world*; they saw - that the world went blundering 
here and there like a drunken man. A sad and gloomy 
world, amused by eternal pleasures, oppressed with a 
dull iniseiy, wliich suffered and feared without consola- 
tion or hope, isolated between the ancient sinrit in 
wliich it had no living hope, and the modern spirit 
whose active science it ignored. Fortune, like a black 
smoke, hovers over all, and shuts out the sight of heaven. 
They picture it as follows : — 

" Her face Remyng cruel and terrible 
And by disdaynb menacing of loke, , . . 

An hundred handcs she had, of echo part . . 

Some of her hatidbs lyft up men alofte, 

To bye estate of worldlye dignitb ; 

• Another handfe griped ful nnsofte, 

Wliich cast another iu grete adversite.” ^ 

They look upon the great unhappy ones, a captive king, 
a dethroned queen, assassinated princes, noble cities 
destroyed,^ lamentable spectacles as exhibited in Ger- 
many and I’raiice, and of whicli there will be plenty in 
England ; and they can only regard them with a harsh 
resignation. Lydgate ends by reciting a commonplace 
of mechanical piety, by way of consolation. The reader 
makes the sign of the cross, yawns, and goes away. In 
fact, poetry and reb'gion tux) no longer capable of sug- 
gesting a genuine sentiment. Authors copy, and copy 
again. Hawes® copies the Ifotcse of Faim of Chaucer, 
and a sort of allegorical amorous poem, after the Bomm 
de la Bose. Barclay^ translates the Mirror of Good 

^ Lydgate, Fait of Princes. Warton, ii 2S0. 

* The War of the Hussites, The Hundred Years’ War, and The Wot 
of the Boses. 

* About 1606. The Temple of Qlass. Pemdyfne of PUaeurt. 

« About 1600. 
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Manners and the Ship of Fools. ContinuaU]!; we meet 
with dull abstractions, used up and barren; it is the 
scholastic phase of poetry. If anywhere there is an 
accent of greater originality, it is in this Sfdp of Fools, 
and in Lydgate’s Dance of Death, bitter buifooneries, sad 
gaieties, which, in the hands of artists and poets, were 
having tlieir run throughout Europe. They mock at 
each other, grotesquely and gloomily; poor, duH, and 
vulgar figures, shut up in a ship, or made to dance 
on their tomb to the sound of a fiddle, played by a 
grinning skeleton. At the cud of all this mouldy talk, 
and amid the disgust which they have conceived for 
each other, a clown, a tavern Triboulet,' composer of 
little jeering and macaronic verses, Skelton * makes his 
appearance, a virulent pamphleteer, who. Jumbling 
together French, English, Latin phiuses, with slang, 
and fashionable words, invented words, intermingled 
with short rhymes, fabricates a sort of literary mud, with 
which he bespatter.s Wolsey and the bishops. Style, 
metre, rhyme, language, art of every kind, is at an end ; 
beneath the vain parade of official style there is only a 
heap of nibbish*. Yet, as he says, 

“ Though my rhyme be ragged, 

Tattered and gagged, 

Rudely rain-beaten. 

Rusty, moth-^ten, 

Yf ye take welle therewithe, 

It hath in it some pithe.” 

It is full of political animus, sensual liveliness, English 

* The court fool in Victor Hugo's drama of Le Boi a*amim.*-Teu 
■' * Died 1629 ; Poet-T^iureate 1489. His Bouge of Court, his Crown 
of Zaurel, his J^egy on the Deatih of the Bari of NoHhumherUuid, an» 
well written, and belong to official poetry. 
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aucl popular instincts ; it lives. Tt is a coarse life, stUl 
elementary, swai'iniug with ignoble vemin, like tliat 
which appears in a great decomposing body. It is life, 
nevertheless, with its two gi’eat features which it is 
destined to display : the hatred of the ecclesiastical 
luerai'chy, which is the lleforniation j the return to the 
senses and to natural life^ which is the Benaissanco. 
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THE EENAISSANCE. 


GHAPTEE I 
^ngan l^enate^anre. 

§ 1. Manners oe the Time. 

I 

Fob seventeen centuries a deep and sad tliought had 
weired upon the spirit of man, firet to ovei*\^'lielm it, 
then to exalt and to weaken it, never loosing its hold 
throughout this long space of time. It was the idea of 
the weakness and decay of the human race. Greek cor- 
ruption, Homan oppression, and the dissolution of the 
mident world, had given rise to it ; it, in its turn, had 
pri^uced. a stoical resignation, an epicurean iudiflerence, 
Alexandrian mysticism, and the Christian hope in the 
kingdom of God. “ The world is evil and lost, let us 
escape by insensibility, amazement, ecstasy.” Thus 
spoi^ the philosophers; and religion, coming aftcfr, 
announced that the end was near: "Prepare, for the 
kingdom of God. is at hand.” For a thousand years 
univefjpal ruin incessantly drove still deeper into their 
hiear^^this ^oomy thought; and when man in the 
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feudal state raised hiuiself, by sheer force of courage and 
muscles, from tlie deptlis of final imbecility and general 
misery, he discovered his thought and his work fettered 
by the cnibhing idea, which, forbidding a life of nature 
and wd^idly liopcs, elected into ideals the obedience of 
the monk an<l the dreams of fanatic s. 

It grew ever worse and worse. For the natural result 
of such H conception, a a of the miseries which engender it, 
and the iliscouragenient which it gives rise to, is to do 
away with personal action, and to replace originality by 
submission. From tlie fourth century, gradually the 
dead letter was substituted for the living faith. Chris- 
tians resigned themselves into the luinds of the cleigy, 
they into the hands of the Pope. Christian opinions 
wore subordinated to theologians, and theologians to the 
Fatliers. Christian faith was reduced to the accomplish^ 
ment of works, and works to the accomplishment of 
ceremonies. Religion, fluid during the first centuries, 
was now congealed into a hard crystal, and the coame 
contact of the barbarians had dcj>osited upon its surfaM 
a layer of idolatry : tlieocracy and the Inquisition, 
monopoly of the cleigy and tlie prohibition of tijie 
Scriptures, the worship of relics and the sale of 
gences began to appear. In place of Chri^anity, Be 
churcli ; in place of a free creed, enforced orthodoxyMn 
place of moral fervour, fixed religious practices ; in 'Mce 
of the heart and stiiTing thought, outward and me " 
discipline: such are the characteristics of the 
Under this constraint thinking society had 
tliink ; philosophy was turned into a 
poetry into dotage ; and mankind, slothful and 
ing, delivering up their conscience and their 
into the hands of their priests, seemed but as 
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fit only for reciting a catechism and mumbling over 
beads.' ^ . 

At last invention makes anotlter start ; and it makes 
it by the eflbrts of the lay society, which rejected 
theocracy, kept the State free, and whieli presently dis- 
covered, ftr re-discovered, one after {mother, the indus- 
tries, sciences, and arts. All was renewed ; America and 
the Indies were added to the map of the world ; the 
shape of the earth was ascertained, the system of the 
universe pixipounded, modern plidology was inaugurated, 
the experimental sciences set on foot, art and literature 
shot foitli like {I harvest, religion was transformed : 
there was no province of human intelligence and action 
which was not refreshed and fertilised by this universal 
efifort. It was so great, that it passed from the innova- 
tors to the laggards, and reformed Catholicism in the 
fiace of Protestantism which it formed. It seems as 
though men had suddenly opened their eyes and seen, 
fn fact, they attain a new and superior kind of intelli- 
gjsnce. It is the proper feature of this age, that men 
^'longer make themselves mastei’s of objects by bits, 
of, isolated, or thinugli scholastic or mechanical classi- 
fl^tions, but as a whole, iu geneml and complete views, 
vm the eager grasp of a sympathetic spirit, which being 
pll^fid before a va.st object, penetrates it in all its parts, 
tiM it in aU its relations, ajipropriates and assimilates 
it,wprCsses upon itself its living and potent image, so 
and so powerful, that it is fain to translate it 
intO^temals through a work of art or an action. An 
Bxh^^^inaTy waimth of soul, a superabundant and 



at Briigpq, the pictures of Hemling (fifteenth centuiy). No 
.enable us to understand so well the ecclesiastical piety of the 
which was altogether like tliat of the Buddhists. 
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splendid imagination, reveries, visions, artistg, believers, 
founders, creators, — that is what such a fprm of intellect 
produces ; for to create we must have, as had Luther 
and Loyola, Michel Angelo and Shakspeare, an idea, not 
abstract, partial, and dry, but well defined, finished, 
sensible, — a true creation, which acts inwardly, and 
struggles to appear In the light. This was Europe^s 
grand age, and the most notable epocli of human growth. 
To this day we live from its sap, we only carry on its 
pressure and efforts. 


11 . 

When human power is manifested so clearly and in 
such great works, it is no wonder if the ideal changes, 
and the old pagan idea reappears. It recurs, bringing 
with it the worship of beauty and vigour, first in Italy ; 
for this, of aU countries in Europe, is the most pagan, 
and the nearest to the ancient civilisation ; thence in 
France and Spain, and Flanders,' and even in Germany ; 
and finally in England. How is it propagated ? What 
revolution of manners reunited luankind at this time, 
everywhere, under a sentiment which tliey had forgotten 
for fifteen hundred years ? Merely that their condition 
had improved, and they felt it. The idea ever expresses 
the actutd situation, and the creatures of the imagination, 
like the conceptions of the mind, only manifest the state 
of society and the degree of its welfare ; there is a fixed 
connection between what man admires and what he is. 
While miseiy overwhelms him, while the decadence is 
visible, and hope shut out, he is inclined to cniae his 
life on earth, and seek consolation in another sffiteie. 

* Van Oriey, Michel Coxcie, Franz Vlorw, the do Vos’, the 
Gtisfiu dc Pass, and the artists of Kuremhei^ 
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As soon as his sufferings are alleviated, his power made 
manifest, fiis prospects' brightened, he begins once more 
to love the present life, to ]>e self-confident, to love and 
praise energy, genius, aU the effective faculties which 
labour to procure him happiness. About the twentieth 
year of Elizabeth’s reign, the nobles gave uji shield and 
two-handed sword for the rapier a little, almost im- 
perceptible fact, yet vast, for it is like tlie change which 
sixty years ago, made us give up the sword at court, 
to leave us with our arms swinging about in our black 
coats. In fact, it was the close of feudal life, and the 
beginning of court-life, just as to-day court-life is at an 
end, and the democratic reign has begun. With the 
two-handed swords, heavy coats of mail, feudal keeps, 
private warfare, permanent disorder, all the scourges of 
the middle-age retired, and faded into the past. The 
English had done with the Wars of the Roses. They 
no longer ran the risk of being pillaged to-moiTow for 
being rich, and hung the next day for being traitors ; 
they have no further need to furbish up their armour, 
niake alliances with powerful nations, lay in stores for 
the winter, gather together men-at-arms, scour the 
country to plunder and hang others.® The monarchy, in 
England as throughout Europe, establishes peace in the 
community,® and with peace appear the useful arts. 
Domestic comfort follows civil security ; and- man, better 
furnished in his homo, better protected in his hamlet, 

' * The first carriage was in 1564. It caused nmoh astonishipeBt 
Iteittesoid that it was '* a gixsat sea-shell brought from China others, 
‘*thBt It was a temple in which cannibals worshipped the devil.” 

* For a picture of this state of tilings, see Fenn’s LeUen. 

. * Louis XL in France, Feniinandand Isabella in Spain, Henry VII. 
in England. In Italy the feudal regime ended earlier, hy the est^liah- 
ttent of republics and principalities. 
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takes pleasure in his life on earth, which lie h^ changed, 
and means to change. 

Toward the close of the fifteenth century ’ the im- 
petus was given ; commerce and the woollen trade made 
a sudden advance, and such an enormous one that corn- 
fields were changed into pasture-lands, " whereby the 
inhabitants of the said town (Manchester) have gotten and 
come into riches and wealthy livings,” ^ so that in 1 553, 
40,000 pieces of cloth were exported in English ships. 
It was already tlie England which we see to day, a land 
of green meadows, intersected by hedgerows, crowded 
with cattle, and abounding in ships — a manufacturing 
opulent laud, with a people of beef-eating toilers, who 
enrich it while they enrich themselves. They improved 
agriculture to such an extent, that in half-a-century 
the produce of an acre was doubled. ® They grew so 
rich, that at the beginning of the reign of Charles I. 
the Commons represented three times the wealth of the 
Upper House. The niin of Antwerp by the Duke of 
Parma^ sent to England " the third part of the merchants 
and manufacturers, who made silk, damask, stockings, 
taffetas, and serges.” The defeat of the Armada and 
the decadence of Spain opened the seas to English mer- 
chants.^ The toiling hive, who would dare, attempt^ 
explore, act in unison, and always with profit, was 


* 1488, Act of Parliament on Enclosiires. 

* A Cbtnpmdtoirn Eeamination, 1581, l>y WilliRm Strafford. Act of 
Parliament, 1541. 

^ Between 1377 and 1588 the increase was front two and a half td * 
five millions. * In 1586 ; Ludovic Giiicclar^ni. 

* Henry Vlll. at the beginning of his reign had but one ship of war. 
Elisabeth sent out one hundred and fifty against the Armada. ' In 1563 
was founded a company to trade with llnssia. In 1578 Drake ohrcutn- 
navigated the globe. In 1600 the East. India Company was founded. 
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about to reap its advantages and set out on its voyages, 
buzzing over the univerae. 

At the base and on the summit of society, in all 
ranks of life, in all giades of human condition, this new 
welfare became visible. In 1534, considering tliat tlie 
strt^ets of London were "very noyous and foul, and in 
many jilaces thereof very jeopardous to all people pass- 
ing and re])assing, as well on horseback as on loot,” 
Henry VIIT. began the paving of the city. New streets 
covered the open spaces where the young men used to niu 
races and to wrestle. Every year the niunber of taverns, 
theatres, gambling rooms, bear-gardens, increased. Be- 
fore the time of Elizabeth the cfmntry-houses of gentle- 
men were little more than straw-thatched cottages, 
plastered with the coarsest clay, lighted only by trellises. 
"Howbeit,” says Harrison (1580), "such as be latelie 
builded are commonlie cither of bricke or hard stone, 
or both ; their roomes large and comelie, and houses of 
office further distant from their lodgings.” The old 
wooden houses were covered witli plaster, " which, beside 
the delectable whitenesse of the stiifle itselfe, is laied 
on so even and sraoothlie, as nothing in my judgment 
can be done with more exactnesse.” ^ TJiis open admi- 
ration shows from what hovels they had escaped. Glass 
was at last employed for windows, and the bare walls 
were covered with hangings, on which visitors might 
see, with delight and astonishment, plants, animals, 
figures. They began to use stoves, and experienced the 
unwonted pleasure of being warm. Hamsou notes three 
important changes which had takeu place in the farm- 
hoiises of his time : 

** One is, the multitude of cliimnies lately erected, whereas in 

' Natlvm Drake, Shakapearc and his Times, 1817, i. v. 72 etpamn 
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their yoong dues there were not above two or three, if so manle, 
in most uplandishe townes of the realme. . . . The second is 
the great (although not general!), amendment of lodging, for our 
fathers ‘(yea and we ourselves also) have lien full oft upon straw 
pallets, on rough mats covered onelie with a sheet, under cover- 
lets made of dagswain, or hop-harlots, and a good round log 
under their heads, instead of a bolster or pillow. If it were so 
that the good man of Ihe house, had within seven yeares after 
his marriage purchased a matteres or flockebed, and thereto a 
sacke of chaffe to rest his head upon, he thought himselfe to be 
as well lodged as the lord of the towne. . . . Pillowes (said they) 
were thought meet onelie for women in childbed. . . . The 
third thing is the exchange of vessell, as of treene platters into 
pewter, and wodden spooues into silver or tin ; for so common 
was all sorts of treene stuff in old time, that a man should 
hardlie find four pecces of pewter (of which one was perad venture 
a salt) in a good farmers house. ” ^ 

It is not possession, but acquisition, which gives men 
pleasure and sense of power; they observe sooner a 
small happiness, now to them, than a great happiness 
which is old. It is not when all is gooi but when all 
is better, that they see the bright side of life, and are 
tempted to make a holiday of it. Tliis is why at this 
period they did make a holiday of it, a splendid show, 
so like a picture that it fostered painting in Italy, so 
like a piece of acting, that it produced the drama in 
England. Now that the axe and sword of ,the mvU 
wars had beaten down the independent nobility, and the 
abolition of the law of maintenance had destroyed ttfe 
petty royalty of each great feudal baron, the lords 
quitted their sombre castles, battlemented fortresses, 
surrounded by stagnant water, pierced with naixow 
windows, a sort of stone breastplates of no use but ^ 
Kathon Drake, Shak^an and M9 Times^ i. v. lOS. 
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preserve the life of their master. They flock into nevj^ 
palaces, with vaulted roofs and turrets, covered with 
fantastic and manifold ornaments, adorned with terraces 
and vast staircases, with gardens, foimtains, statues, such 
as were tlje palaces of Henry VIIT. and Elizabeth, half 
Gothic and half Italian,' whose convenience, splendour, 
and symmetry announced already habits of society and 
tlie taste for pleasure. They came to court and aban- 
doned their old manners ; the four meals which sesueely 
sufficed their former voracity were reduced to two; 
gentlemen soon became reflned, placing their glory in 
the elegance and singularity of their amuseyients and 
their clothes. They dressed magnificently in splendid 
materials, with the luxury of men who rustle silk and 
make gold sparkle for the flrst time : doublets of scarlet 
satin ; cloaks of sable, costing a thousand ducats ; velvet 
shoes, embroidered with gold and silver, covered with 
rosettes and ribbons; boots with falling tops, from 
whence himg a cloud of lace, embroidered with figures 
of birds, animals, constellations, flowers in silver, gold, 
or precious stones ; ornamented shirts costing ten pounds 
a piece. " It is a common thing to put a thousand 
goats and a hundred oxen on a coat, and to carry a 
whole manot on one’s back.”® The costumes of the 
time were like shrines. When Elizabeth died, they 
found three thousand drosses in her wardrobe. Need 
we ipeak of the monstrous niffs of the ladies, their 
puffed out dresses, their stomachers stiff with diamonds ? 

‘ As a singular sign of the t^es, the men were more 

* This was called tlw Tudor stylo. Under James 1., in the hands 
' oF-Tnigo Jones, it became entirely Italian, approaching the antique. 

^ Bnrton, Anatomy of Metancholyt 12tli ed. 1821. Stubbes, Ana 
fomie of Ahma^ ed. Tunibull, 1836. 
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chaugeable and more bedecked than they. ^ Haniaon 

“ Such is our mutabilitie, that to daic there is none to the 
Spanish guise, to morrow the French toics are most fine and 
delectable, yer long no such apparell as that which is after the 
high Almau fashion, by and by the Turkish maiier is generallie 
best liked of, otherwise the Morisco gowns, the Barbarian 
sleeves . . . and the short French breeches. . . . And as these 
fashions are diverse, so likewise it is a world to see the costli- 
nesse and the ciiriositie ; the excesse and the vanitie ; the pompe 
and the braverie ; the change and the varietie ; and finallie, the 
ficklenesse and the follie that is in all degrees.” ^ 

Folly, it may have been, but poetry likewise. There 
was something ]nore than puppyism in this masquerade 
of splendid costume. Tlie overflow of inner sentiment 
found this issue, as also in drama and poetry. It was 
an artistic spirit which induced it. There was an 
incredible outgrowth of living foms from their brains. 
They acted like their engravers, who give us in their 
frontispieces a prodigality of fruits, flowers, actiye figures, 
animals, gods, and })our out and confuse the whole 
treasure of nature in every comer of their paper. They 
must enjoy the beautiful ; they would be happy throu^ 
their eyes ; they perceive in consequence naturally the 
relief and eneigy of forms. From the accession of 
Henry VIll. to the death of James T. we find nothing 
but tournaments, processions, public entries, masquerades. 
First come the royal banquets, corouatiou displays, large 
and noisy pleasui’es of Henry Ylll. Wolsey entertaii^ 
him 

** In so gorgeous a sort and costlie maner, that it was an heaven 
to behold. There wanted no dames^or damosels meet or apt to 
* Nathan Drakp, Slutkapcare and hwTimOf it 6, 67.' ^ 
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danse with the maskers, or to garnish the place for the time : 
then was there all kind of musike and harniunie, with fine 
roices both of men and children. On a time tlie king came 
suddenlie thither in a maske with a dozen maskers all in gar- 
ments like sheepheards, niaile of fine cloth of gold, and crimosin 
sattin paned, . . . having sixteene torch-bearers. . . > In came 
a new banket before the king wherein were served two hundred 
diverse dishes, of costlie devises and subtilities. Tims passed 
they foorth the night with banketting, dansing, and other 
triumphs, to the great comfort of the king, and pleasant regard 
of the nobilitie there assembled,** ^ 

Count, if you can, the mythological enteitainments, the 
theatrical receptions, tlie open-air operas played before 
Elizabeth, James, and tlieir great lords.'-^ At Kenilworth 
the pageants lasted ten days. There was everything; 
learned recreations, novelties, popular plays, sanguinary 
spectacles, coarse fai’ces, juggling and feats of skill, 
allegories, mythologies, chivalric exhibitions, rustic and 
national commemorations. At the same time, in this 
universal outburst and sudden expanse, men become 
' interested in themselves, find their life desirable, worthy 
of being represented and put on the stage complete; 
they play with it, delight iii looking ui>on it, love its 
ups and dov/ns, and make of it a work of art. The 
queen is received by a sibyl, then by giants of tlie time of 
Arthur, then by the Lady of the Lake, Sylvanus, romona, 
Ceres, and Bacchus, every divinity in turn pi'eseuts her 
with the first fruits of his empire. Next day, a savage, 
dressed in moss and ivy, discourses before her with IScho 
in her praise. Tliii'teen bears ore set fighting against 

^ HoUnshed (1586), 1808, 6 vols. ui. metpa$Hm. 

* Hdinshed, iil, Rdgn of Henry VllL Elizabeth and James 
Ptogressesf by Nicholfl. 



238 


THE RENAISSANCE. 


BOOK n. 


d(^ An Italian aorobat performs wonderful feats 
before the whole assembly. A rustic marriage takes 
placj before the queen, then a sort of comic fight 
amongst the peasants of Coventry, who represent the 
defeat of the Danes. As she is returning finm the chase, 
Triton, rising from the lake, prays her, in tlie name of 
Neptune, to deliver ^he enchanted lady, pursued by 
a cruel knight, Syr Bnm sauns Pitee. Presently the 
lady appears, surrounded by nymphs, followed close by 
lh*oteus, who is borne by an enormous dolpliin. Con- 
cealed in the dolphin, a bond of musicians with a chonis 
of ocean-deities, sing the praise of the powerful, beautiful, 
chaste queen of England.^ You perceive that comedy 
is not confined to the theatre; the ginat of the realm 
and the queen herself become actors. The cravings of 
the imagination are so keen, that the court becomes a 
stage. IJnder James I., every year, on Twelfth-day, the 
queen, the chief ladies and nobles, played a piece called 
a Masque, a sort of allegory combined with dances, 
lieightened in eifect by decorations and cr^stumes of 
great splendoqr, of which the iny.,hological paintings of 
Rubens can alone give an idea ; — 

** The attire of the lords was from the antique Greek statuetk 
On their heads they wore Persic crowns, that were with scroUs 
of gold plate turned outward, and wreathed about with a camor 
tion and silver net-lawn. Their bodies were of carnation cloth 
of silver ; to express the naked, in manner of the Greek thoraj^ 
girt under the breasts with a broad belt of cloth of gold, fastened 
nith jewels ; the mantles were of coloured silke; the first, sky- 
oolqur ; the second, pearl-colour ; the third, flame colour ; fiie 
fonrth,. tawny. The ladies attire was of white cloth of diver, * 
wrought with Juno’s birds and fruits ; a loose under garment, 

^ Lanehazn's Entertainment at Eillingworth Castle, 1575. Nkhol's 
voL i. London 1783. 
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full gathered, of caruation, striped with silver, and parted with 
a golden zone; beoeath that, another flowing garment, of 
watchet doth of silver, lacod with gold; their hair carelessly 
bound under the circle of a rare and rich coronet, adorned with 
all vaiiety, and choice of jewels ; from the top of which flowed a 
transpareiit veil, down to the ground. Their shoes were azure 
and gold, set with rubies and diamonds.” ^ 

I abridge the description, which is like a fairy tale. 
Fancy that all these costumes, this glitter of materials, 
this sparkling of diamonds, tliis splendour of nudities, 
was displayed daily at the marriage of tlie great, to the 
bold sounds of a pagan epithalainium. Think of the 
feasts which the Earl of Carlisle introduced, where was 
served fimt of all a table loaded with sumptuous viands, 
as high as a man could reach, in order to remove it pre- 
sently, and replace it by another similar table. This 
prodigality of magnificence, these costly follies, this 
unbridling of the imagination, this intoxication of eye 
and ear, this comedy played by the loids of the realm, 
showed, like the pictures of Rubens, Jordaens, and 
their Flemish contemporaries, so open an appeal to the 
senses, so complete a return to nature, that our chilled 
and gloomy age is scarcely able to imagine it.^ 

III. 

To vent the feelings, to satisfy the heart- and eyes, to 
set free boldly on all the roads of existence the pack of 
appetites and instincts, this was the craving which the 
manners of the time betrayed. It was " merry England," 

^ Ben Jonson's worka, ed. Gifford, 1816, 9 vols. Masque of Ryment 
vol. vii. 76. 

* iJertain private letters also desetjbe the court of Elizabeth os a 
place Wlrere there was little piety or practice of religion, and where all 
eehfmitiee reigued in the highest degree. 
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as they called it tlien. It was not yet stera and con- 
strained. It expanded widely, freely, and rejoiced to 
find itself so expanded. No longer at court only was 
the drama found, but in the village. Stalling com- 
panies betr)f)k themselves thither, and the country folk 
su])plied any deficiencies, when necessary. Shakspeare 
saw, before he depi<‘ted them, stupid felloe's, carpentem, 
joiners, bellows-menders, play Pyrarnus and Tliisbe, re- 
present the lion roaiiug as gently as any sucking dove, 
and the wall, by stretching out theii* hands. Every holi- 
day was a pageant, in which townspeople, workmen, and 
children bore their i)arts. They were actors by nature. 
Wlien the soul is full and fresh, it does not express its 
ideas by I'ejisonings ; it plays and figures them; it 
mimics them; that is the true and original language, 
the children’s tongue, the speech of artists, of invention, 
and of joy. It is in this manner they please them- 
selves with songs and feasting, on all the symbolic holi- 
days with which tradition has filled the yeai’.^ On the 
Sunday after Twelfth-night the labourers parade the 
streets, with their shirts over their coats, decked with 
ribbons, dragging a plough to the sound of music, and 
dancing a sword-dance ; on another day tliey draw in 
a cart a figui’e made of ears of com, with songs, flutes, 
and drums ; on another. Father Christmas and liis cora- 
pahy; or else they enact the histoiy of Kobin Hood, 
the bold archer, around the May-i)ole, or the legend of 
Saint George and the Diligon. We might occupy half 
a volume in describing all these holidays, such as 
Ilai'vest Home, AU Saints, Martinmas, Sheepshearing, 
above all Christma.s, which lasted twelve days, and 
sometimes six weeks. .They eat and drink, junket, 

^ Kathao Drake^ Shak^Beart and hia iHmea, chap. v. and vL 
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tumble about, kiss the girls, ring the bells, satiate 
themselves with noise : coarse drunken revels, in which 
man is an unbridled animal, and which are the incarna- 
tion of natural life. Tlie Puritans made no mistake 
about that. Stubbes says : 

“ First, all the wikle heaUes of the parishe, conventying 
together, chtise them a ground capitaino of mischeef, whan they 
innoble with the title of my Lorde of Misserule, and hym they 
crown with great solemnitie, and adopt for their kyng. Tliis kyng 
auoynted, cbusethfor the tweiitie,foiirtie, three score, or a hundred 
lustie guttes like to liymselfto waite uppon his lordelymaiestie. . . . 
Then have they their hobbie horses, dragons, and othei' antiques, 
together with their baudie pipers and thuuderyug drommers, to 
strike up the devilles dauuce withall : then marcho these heathen 
coiupauie towardes the churche and churche-yarde, their pipers 
pipyug, their drommers thonderyng, their stumppes daunuyiig, 
their belles lynglyng, their handkerchefes swyngyug about their 
heades like madmen, their hobbie horses and other monsters 
skirmishyiig ainongest the throug ; and in this sorte they goe to 
the churche (though the minister bee at praier or preachyug), 
dauucyng, and swingyug their handkercheefes over their heades, 
in the churche, like devilles incarnate, with such a confused noise, 
that no mau can heare his owne voice. Then tiio foolishe people 
they looke, they stai'e, they laugh, they ileere, cud mount upon 
formes and pewes, to see these goodly pageauutcs, solemnised in 
this sort. Then after this, aboute the churche they goe againe 
and againe, aud so forthe into the chm'che-yarde, where they have 
commonly their sommer haules, their bowers, arbours, and 
bauquettyug houses set up, wherein they feaste, banquet, aud 
dhunce all that daie, and peradventure all that night too. And 
thus these terrestrial furies spend the Sabbaoth daie ! ... An 
other sorte of iantasticall fooles brings to these helhoundes (the 
Lorde of Misrule and his complices) some bread, some good ale, 
soiUe newe cheese, some hide cheese, some custardes, some cakes, 
some flaunes, some tartes, some creame^ some meate, some one 
thing, some an other." 

VOL L K 
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He coiitiDues tlius : 

“Against Male, every parishe, towne and tillage assemble 
thf jiselves together, bothe men, women, and children, olde and 
yong. Wen all indifferently ; they goe to the woodes where they 
spende all the night in pleasant pastymes, and in the momyng 
they returne, bringing with them birch, bowes, and branches of 
trees, to deck their assemblies withall. But their cheefest iewell 
they bringe from theac( is their Maie poole, whiche they bring 
home with great veneration, as thus : They have twenty or four- 
tie yoke of oxen, every ox havyng a sweete nosegaie of flowers 
tycd on the tippe of his homes, and these oxen, drawe home thtt 
Maie poole (this stinckyng idoll rather) . . . and thus beyng 
reared up, they strawe the grounde aboute, binde greene boughes 
about it, sett up sommer haules, bowers, and arbours hard by it ; 
and then fall they to banquet and feast, to leape and dauuce 
aboute it, its the heathen people did at the dedication of their 
idoUes. . . . Of a hundred maides goyng to the woode over night, 
there have scarcely the third parte returned home againe 
undefiled.”! 

“ On Slii’ove Tuesday,” says another,^ ” at tlie sound 
of a beU, the folk become insane, thousands at a time, 
and forget all decency and common sense. ... It is to 
Satan and the devil that they pay homage and do sacri- 
fice to in these abominable pleasures.” It is in fact to 
nature, to the ancient Pan, to Freya, to Hertha, her 
sisters, to the old Teutonic deities who smTived the 
middle-age. At this period, in tlie temporary decay of 
Christianity, and the sudden advance of corporal weUr 
being, man adored himself, and there endured no life 
within him but that of paganism. 

Stubbes, AnatiOmU of Ahumy p. 

* Hentzner*s TVwiwb 171 (Bentley’s traudation). He thought 

that the figure carried about in the Haryeet Home represented Oei«.a 
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IV. 

To sum up^^olMerve the process of ideas at this time. 
A few sectarians, chiefly in the towns and of the people, 
dimg gloomily to the Bible. But the court and the 
men of the world sought their teachers and their heroes 
from pagan Greece and Borne. About 1490^ they 
began to read the classics ; one after the other they trans- 
lated them ] it was soon the fashion to read them in the 
original. Queen Elizabeth, Jane Grey, the Duchess of 
Norfolk, the Countess of Arundel, and many other ladies, 
were conversant with Plato, Xenophon, and Cicero in 
the original, and appreciated them. Gradually, by an 
insensible change, men were raised to the level of the 
great and healthy minds who had freely handled ideas 
of all kinds fifteen centuries before. They comprehended 
not only their language, but their thought; they did 
not repeat lessons from, but held conversations with 
them; they were their equals, and found in them 
intellects as manly as theii* own. Eor they were not 
scholastic cavillers, miserable compilers, repulsive ped- 
ants, like the professors of jargon whom the middle*4ige 
had set over them, like gloomy Duns Scotus, whose 
leaves Henry Vlll.’s Visitors scattered to the winds. 
They were gentlemen, statesmen, the most polished and 
best educated men in the world, who knew how to 
Speak, and drew their ideas not from books, but from 
things, living ideas, and which entered of themselves 
into living souls. Across the train of hooded school- 
uaen and sordid cavillers the two adult and thinking 
etges were united, and the moderns, silencing the infan- 

^ Wartou, vol. li. sect. 36. Before 1300 all the great pools were 
teinelated into English, and between 1660 and 1616 all the great his- 
torieiiie of Greece and Rome. Lyly in 1 600 first taught Gi-eek in public. 
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tine or snuffling voices of the middle>age, condescended 
only to converse with the noble ancients. They 
accepted theii* gods, at least they understand them, 
and keep them by their side. In poems, festivals, on 
hangings, almost in aU ceremonies, they appear, not 
restored by pedantry merely, but kept alive by sympathy, 
and endowed by tho arts with a life as flourishing and 
almost as profound as that of their earliest birth. 
After the terrible night of the middle-age, and the 
dolorous legends of spirits and the damned, it was a 
delight to see again Olympus shining upon us from 
Gi’eece; its heroic and beautiful deities once more 
ravishing the heart of men ; they raised and instructed 
this young world by speaking to it the language of 
passion and genius ; and this age of strong deeds, free 
sensuality, bold invention, had only to follow its own 
bent, in order to discover in them its masters and the 
eternal promoters of liberty and beauty. 

Nearer still was another paganism, that of Italy; 
the more seductive because more modem; and because 
it circulates^ fresh sap in an ancient stock; the more 
attractive, because more sensuous and present, with its 
W'orship of force and genius, of pleasure and voluptu- 
ousness. The rigorists knew this well, and were shocked 
at it. ’ Ascbam writes : 

% 

“ These bee the iachantementes of Circes, brought out of Italie 
to marre mens maners in England ; much, by example of ill life, 
but more by preceptes of fonde bookes, of late translated out of 
Italian into English, sold in eveiy shop in London. . . . There 
bee moe of these ungratious hookes set out in Printe wythin 
these fewe monethes, than have bene sene in England many 
score yeares before. . . . Than they have in more reverence Uie 
triumphs of Petrarche: than the Genesis of Moses: They 
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make more, account of Tullies offices, than S. Paules epistles i 
of a tale in Boc%ce than a storie of the Bible.” ^ 

In fact, at that time Italy clearly led in everything, 
and civilisation was to be drawn thence, as from its 
spring. What is this civilisation which is thus imposed 
on the whole of Europe, whence every science and 
every elegance conies, whose laws are obeyed in every 
court, in which Surrey, Sidney, Spenser, Shakspeare 
sodght their models and their materials ? It was pagan 
in its elements and its biith ; in its language, which is 
but Latin, hardly changed ; in its lAtin traditions and 
recollections, which no gap has interrupted; in its 
constitution, whose old mimicipal life first led and 
absorbed the feudal life ; in the genius of its race, in 
which energy and joy always abounded. More than 
a century before other nations, — from the time of 
Petrarch, Rienzi, Boccaccio, — the Italians began to recover 
the lost" antiquity, to set free the manuscripts buried in 
the dungeons of France and Germany, to restore, inter- 
pret, comment upon, study the ancients, to make them- 
selves Latin in heart and mind, to compose in prose 
and verse with the polish of Cicero and Virgil, to hold 
sprightly converse and intellectual pleasures as the 
ornament and the fairest floMrer of life.^ They adopt not 
merely the externals of the life of the ancients, but its 
very essence, that is, preoccupation with the present life, 
forgetfulness of the future, the appeal to the senses, the 

^ Ascham, The Scholm/tster (1670), cd. Arber, 1870, first book, 78 
et passim. y 

* Ma jl vero c principal omeinento dell’ animo in ciascuno penso io 
ebe siano le lettere, bencht i Franchesi solamente conoscano la nobilitii 
dell'erme . . . ot tntti i litterati tengon per vilisaimi huomini Cos- 
feiglioae, tV OartegianOf ed. 1586, p. 112. 


IT 



246 


THE RENAISSAHOR 


BOOK^Xt. 


renunciation of Christianity. " We must enjoy,” sang 
their first poet, Lorenzo de Medici, in hip pastorals and 
triumphal songs : " there is no certainty of to-morrow.” 
In Pulci the mocking incredulity breaks out, the bold 
and sensual gaiety, all the audacity of the free-thinkers, 
who kicked aside in disgust the worn-out monkish frock 
of the middle age. It was he who, in a jesting poem, 
puts at the beginning of each canto a Hosanna, an In 
principio, or a sacred text from the mass-book.^ When 
he had been inquiring what the soul was, and how it 
entered the body, he compared it to jam covered up in 
white bread quite hot. What would become of it in 
the other world ? “ Some people think they will there 

discover becafico’s, plucked ortolans, excellent wine, 
good beds, and therefore they follow the monks, walking 
^hind them. As for us, dear friend, we shall go into 
the black valley, where we shall hear no more Alleluias.” 
If you wish for a more serious thinker, listen to the 
great patriot, the Thucydides of the age, Machiavelli, 
who, contrasting Christianity and paganism, says that 
the first plapes " supreme happiness in humility, abjec- 
tion, contempt for human things, while the other makes 
the sovereign good consist in greatness of soul, force of 
body, and all the qualities which make men to be feared.” 
Whereon he boldly concludes that Christianity teaches 
man " to support evils, and not to do great deeds he 
discovers in that inner weakness the cause of aU oppres- 
sions; declares that "the wicked saw that they could 
tyiunnise without fear over men, who, in order to get to 
paradise, were more disposed to suffer than to avenge 
injuries.” Through such sayings, in spite of his con- 

* See Bnrchard (the Pope’s Steward), account of the festival at whioli 
Lncretia Roigia was present Jjetters of 4i«tinnS. TAft qf OdUntiit etc.' 
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strained genuflexions, we can see which religion he 
prefers. Theideal to which all efforts were turning, on 
which all thoughts depended, and which completely 
raised this civilisation, was the strong and happy man, 
possessing aU the powers to accomplish his wishes, and 
disposed to use them in pursuit of his happiness. 

If you would see this idea in its grandest operation, 
you must seek it in the arts, such as Italy made them 
an;l carried throughout Europe, raising or transforming 
the national schools with such originality and vigour, 
that all art likely to survive is derived from hence, 
and the population of living figures with which they 
hfive covered our walls, denotes, like Gothic architecture 
or French tragedy, a unique epoch of human intelli- 
gmae. The attenuated mediaeval Christ — a. miserable, 
distorted, and bleeding earth-w^orm ; the pale and ugly 
Virgin — a poor old peasant woman, fainting beside the 
cross of her Son ; ghastly martyrs, dried up with fasts, 
with entranced eyes ; knotty-fingered saints with sunken 
chests, — all the touching or lamentable visions of the 
middle-age have vanished : the train of godheads which 
are now developed show nothing but flom’ishing frames, 
noble, regular features, and fine easy gestures; the 
names, the names only, are Christian. The new Jesus 
is a "crucified Jupiter,” as Pulci called him; tha 
Virgins which Eaphael sketched naked, before covering 
them with garments,' are beautiful girls, quite earthly, 
related to the Fomarina. The saints whicli Michel 
Angelo arranges and contorts in heaven in his picture 
of the Last Judgment are an assembly of athletes, 
capable of fighting well and daring much. A martyr- 

* See his sketches at Oxford, and those of Fra Bartolomeo at Flor* 
snoa See also the Bfortyrdom of St Laurence, bj Baccio Bandinelli 
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dom, lilce that of Saint Tianrence; is a fine ceremony in 
which a beautiful young man, without- clothing, lies 
airidst fifty men dressed and grouped as in an ancient 
gymnasium. Is there one of them who had*macerated 
himself? Is there one who had thought with anguish 
and tears of the judgment of Gofl, who had worn down 
and subdued his finsh, who had filled his heart with 
the sadness and sweetness of the gospel? They are 
too vigorous for that, they are in too robust liealth; 
their clothes fit them too well ; they are too ready for 
prompt and energetic action. We might make of them 
strong soldiers or superb courtesans, admirable in a 
pageant or at a ball. So, all that the spectator accords 
to their halo of glory, is a bow or a sign of the cross ; 
after wliich his eyes find pleasure in them ; they are 
there simply for the eiyoyment of the eyes. What 
the spectator feels at the sight of a Florentine Madonna, 
is the splendid creature, whose powerful body and fine 
growth bespeak her race and her vigour; the artist did 
not paint moral expression as nowadays, the depth of a 
soul tortured, and refined by three centuries of culture. 
Tliey confine themselves to the body, to the extent even 
of speaking enthusiastically of the spinal column itself, 
" which is magnificent ; ” of the shoulder-blades, which 
in the mo\ ements of the arm produce an admirable 
effect.” " You will next draw the bone which is situ- 
ated between the hips. It is ver^r fine, and is called 
the sacnim.”^ The important point with them is to 
represent the nude well. Beauty with them is that of 
the complete skeleton, sinews which are linked together 
and tightened, tlie thighs which support the trunk, tiie 
strong chest breathing freely, the pliant neck. What* 
* Benyenuto Cellini, Pri'neipU$ AH of DeaigA. 
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a pleasure to be naked I How good it is in tlie full 
light to rejoiQp in a strong body, well-formed muscles, 
a spirited and bold soul ! The splendid goddesses 
reappear in their primitive nudity, not dreaming that 
they are nude ; you see from the tmnquillity of their 
look, the simplicity of their expression, that tliey have 
always been thus, and that shame has not yet reached 
them. The soul’s life is not here contrasted, as amongst 
uSj with tlie body’s. life; the one is not so lowered and 
degraded, that we dare not show its actions and func- 
tions ; they do not liide them ; man does not dream of 
being all spirit. Tliey rise, as of old, from the luminous 
sea, with their rearing steeds tossing up their manes, 
champing the bit, inhalinjT the briny savour, whilst their 
companions wind the sounding-shell ; and the specta- 
tors,^ accustomed to handle tlie sword, to combat naked 
with the dagger or double-handled blade, to ride on 
perilous roads, sympathise with the proud shape of the 
bended back, the effort of tlie arm about to strike, the 
long quiver of the muscles which, from neck to heel, 
swell out, to brace a man, or to throw him. 

^ Life of GaJlini. Cornpaicalso these exercises whieli TJastiglione 
prescribes tbr s Wfll-educated mnii, in his Cortegiano, ed. ISS.*), p. 66:— 
** Per6 voglio die il nostro cortegiano sia perfetto cavalicrc d’ogni sella. 

. . . Et perchb degli Italiani fe pecnliar landc il oavalcare bent alia brida, 
il wanoggiar con raggiono masaimamente cavalli aspri,' il connj lance, il 
ginstare, sia in i^uesto de muglior Italiani. . . . Nd torncarp, tener uu 
jiosso, conibattere nna sbarra, sia bnono tra il miglior fmnccsi. . . . Nd 
giocare a canne, correr torn, landur haste e dardi, sia tm Rjt.'igmioli eccid- 
lontc .... Conveniente h ancor saprro saltare, e correre ; . . . . ancor 
iiobile exercitio il giooo di palla. . . . Non di minor lande estimo il ▼die 
gisr a cavallo.’ 
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§ 2. Poetry. 

I. 

Transplanted into different races and climates, this 
paganism receives from each, distinct features and a 
distinct character. In England it becomes English; 
the English Kenaissance is the Renaissance of the 
Saxon genius. Invf ntion recommences ; and to invent 
is to express one’s genius. A Latin race can only 
invent by expressing Latin ideas ; a Saxon race by ex- 
pressing Saxon ideas; and we shall find in the new 
civilisation and poetry, descendants of Caedmon and 
Adhelm, of Piers Plowman, and Robin Hood. 

TI. 

Old Puttenhom says : 

In the latter end of the same king (Henry .the eighth) reigne, 
sprong up a new company of courtly makers, of whom Sir 
Thomas Wyat th' elder and Henry Earle of Surrey were the two 
chieftaines, who having travailed into Italic, an*! there tasted 
the sweete and stately measures and stile of the Italian Poesie, 
as novices newly crept out of the sclu'oles of Dante, Arioste, and 
Petrarch, they greatly pollished our rude and homely maner of 
vulgar Poesie, from that it had bene before, and for that cause 
may justly be sayd the first reformers of our English meetie 
and stile.”' 

Hohthat their style was very original, or openly exhibits 
the new spirit: the middle-age is nearly ended, but 
not quite. By their side Andrew Borde, John Bale, 
John Heywood, Skelton himself, repeat the plati- 
tudes of the old poetry and the coarseness of the old 
style. Their manners, hardly refined, were still half 

* Pattenbam, Tht AirUof Engliah PoetU^ ed. Arber, 1869, book L csb. 
31. p. 7A 
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feudal; op the field, before Landrecies, the English 
commander ■vip'ote a friendly letter to the French gover- 
nor of T^rouanne, to ask him “if he had not some 
gentlemen disposed to break a lance in honour of the 
ladies/’ and promised to send six champions to meet 
them. Parades, combats, wounds, challenges, love, 
appeals to the judgment of God, penances, — all these 
are found in the life of Surrey as in a chivalric romance. 
A. great lord, an earl, a relative of the king, who had 
figured in processions and ceremonies, had made war, 
commanded fortresses, ravaged countries, mounted to the 
assault, fallen in the breach, had been saved by his 
servant, magnificent, sumptuous, irritable, ambitious, 
four times imprisoned, finally beheaded. At the corona- 
tion of Anne Boleyn he wore the fourth sword ; at the 
marriage of Anne of Cleves he was one of the challengers 
at the jousts. Denounced and placed in durance, he 
offered to fight in his shirt against an armed adversary. 
Another time he was put in prison for having eaten flesh 
in Lent. No wonder if this prolongation of chivalric 
mannere brought with it a prolongation of chivalric 
poetry; if in an age which had known Petrarch, poets 
displayed the sentiments of Petrarch. Lord Berners, 
Saokville, Sir Thomas Wyatt, and Siiney in the first 
rank, were like Petrarch, plaintive and platonic lovers. 
It was pure love to which Surrey gave expression ; for his 
lady, the beautiful Geraldine, like Beatrice and I.aura, 
was an ideal personage, and a child of thirteen years. 

And yet, amid this languor of mystical tradition, a 
personal feeling had sway. In this spirit which imi- 
tated, and that badly at times, which still groped for an 
outlet and now and then admitted into its polished 
stanzas the old, simple expressions and stale metaphors of 
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heralds of arms and trouv^res, th(3re was alree^y visible 
the Northern melancholy, the inner and g]<Bomy emotion. 
This feature, which presently, at the finest moment of 
its richest blossom, in the splendid expansiveness of 
natural life, spreads a sombre tint over the poetry of 
Sidney, Spenser, Shakspeare, already in the first poet 
separates this pagan yet Teutonic world from the other, 
whoUy voluptuous, whicli in Italy, with lively and 
refined irony, had no taste, except for art and pleasure. 
Surrey translated the Ecclesiastes into verse. Is it not 
singular, at this early hour, in this rising dawn, to find 
such a book in bis hand? A disenchantment, a sad or 
bitter dreaminess, an innate consciousness of the vanity 
of human things, are never lacking in this country and 
in this race ; the inhabitants support life with difficulty, 
and know how to speak of death. Surrey^s finest verses 
bear witness thus soon to his serious bent, this instinc- 
tive and grave philosophy. He records his griefs, 
regretting his beloved Wyatt, his friend Cl^Jiu, his com- 
panion tlie young Duke of Eichmond, all dead in their 
prime. Alone, a prisoner at Windsor, he recalls the 
happy days they have passed together : 

“ So cruel prison how could betide, alas, 

As proud Windsor, where I iii lust and joy, 

With a Kinges son, my childish years did pass, 

' In greater feast than Priam’s son of Troy. 

Where each sweet place returns a taste full sour, 

The large green courts, whore we were wont to hove. 
With eyes cast up into the Maiden’s tower. 

And easy siglis, such as folk draw in love. 

The stately seats, the ladi«i bright hue. 

The dances short, long tales of great delight, 
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With words and looks, that tigers could but rue ; 

Where each of us did plead the other’s right. 

The palme-play, where, despoiled for the game, 

With dazed eyes oft we by gleams of love 
Have miss’d the ball, and got sight of our dame, 

To bait her eyes, which kept the leads above. . . . 

The secret thoughts, imparted with such trust ; 

The wanton talk, the divers change of play ; 

The friendship sworn, each promise kept so just, 
Wherewith we' past the winter night away. 

And with his thought the blood forsakes the face ; 

The tears beraiu my cheeks of deadly hue : 

The which, as soon as sobbing sighs, alas ! 

Up-supped have, thus I my plaint renew : 

0 place of bliss ! rcuewer of my woes ! 

Give mo account, where is my noble fere 1 
Wh nil in thy walls thou dost each night enclose ; 

To other lief ; but unto me most dear. 

Echo, alas ! that doth my sorrow rue, 

Returns thereto a hollow sound of plaint.”’ 

So in love, it is the sinking of a weaiy soul, to which 
he gives vent : 

“ For all things having life, sometime hath quiet rest ; 

The bearing ass, the drawing ox, and every othei- beast ; 

The peasant, and the post, that serves a* all assays ; 

The ship-boy, and the galley-slave, have time to take their ease , 
Save T, alas ! whom care of force doth so constrain, 

To wail the day, and wake the night, continually in pain, 
From pensiveness to plaint, from plaint to bitter teais, 

From tears to paiuful plaint again ; and thus my life it wears.’ 

' Surrey’s Poems, Pickering, 1831, p. 17. 

* Ibid. ‘’The faithful lover declareth his pains and his uiioeithin 
joySj and with only hope rcuomforteth his woful heart,” p. 63. 
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That which brings joy to others brings him giief : 

The soote season, that bud and bloom ferth brings, 

With green hath clad the hill, and eke the vale. 

The nightingale with feathers new she sings ; 

The turtle to her mate hath told her tale. 

Summer is come, for evciy spray now springs ; 

The hai't has hung his old head on the ijale j 

The buck in br ike his winter coat he flings ; 

The fishes flete with new repaired scale ; 

The adder all her slough away she slings; 

Tlie swift swallow puraueth the flies sm^e ; 

The busy bee her honey now she mings ; 

Winter is W'orii that was the flowcis’ bale. 

And thus I see among these pleasant things 

Each care decays, and yet my sorrow springs ! 

For all that, he wiU love on to his last sigh. 

Yea, rather die a thousand times, than once to false my &ith 
And if niy feeble corpse, through weight of woful smart 
Do fail, or faint, my will it is that still she keep my heart. 
And when this caiuass here to cai'th sliall oe refai*’d, 

1 do bequeath ray wearied- ghost to servo her aherward.”* 

An infinite love, and pure as Petrarch’s ; and she is 
worthy of it. In the midst of all these studied or 
imitated verses, an admirable portrait stands out, the 
simplest and truest we can imagine, a work of the 
hea5t now, and not of the memory, which behind the 
Madonna of chivalry shows the English wife, and be- 
yond feudal gallantry domestic bliss. Surrey alone, 
restless, hears , within him the firm tones of a good 
friend, a sincei'e counsellor, Hope, who speaks to ham 
thus : 

^ Surrey’s Foema. ** Description of Spring, wherein every thing 
nmews, save only the lover,” p. 3. ' * liAi. p. 66, 
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** Fffv I assure thee, ev^ by oath, 

And thereon take my hand and troth, 

That sibe is one the worthiest. 

The truest, and the faithfuUest ; 

The geutlest and the meekest of mind 
That hero on earth a man may find : 

And if that love and truth were gone. 

In her it might be found alone. 

For in her mind no thought there is, 

But how she may oc true, I wis ; 

And tenders thee and all thy heale. 

And wishes both thy health and weal ; 

And loves thee even as far forth than 

As any woman may a man 3 

And is thine own, and so she says ; 

And cares for thee ten thousand ways. 

Of thee she speaks, on thee she thinks ; 

With thee she eats, with thee she drinks ; 

With thee she talks, with thee she moaiie , 

With tliee slio sighs, with thee she groans 
With thee she says * Farewell mine own ! ’ 

When thou, God knows, full fai* art gone. 

And even, to tell thee all might, 

To thee slie says full oft ‘ Good night ' * 

And names thee oft her own most dear, 

Her comfort, weal, and all her cheer , 

And tells her pillow all the tale 
How thou hast done her woe and bale 
And how she longs, and plains for thee, 

And says, * Why ait thou so from me 1 ’ 

Am I not she that loves thee best ! 

Do I not wish thine ease and rest ? 

Seek I not how I may thee please ? 

Why art thou then so from thine easo! 

If I be she for whom thou carest, 

For whom in torments so thou farest. 
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Alas ! thou knowost to find me here, 

Where I remain thine own most dear, 

Thine own most true, thine own most just. 

Thine own that loves thee still, and must ; 

Thine own that cares alone for thee. 

As tiiou, I think, dost care for me ; 

And even the woman, she alone, 

That is full bent to be thine own.” ^ 

Certainly it is of his wife ^ tliat he is thinking here, 
not of an imaginary Laura. The poetic dream ot 
Petrarch has become the exact picture of deep and per- 
fect conjugal affection, such as yet survives in England ; 
such as all the poets, from the authoress of the Nid^ 
hromi Maid to Dickens,^ have never failed to represent. 

III. 

An English Petrarch : no juster title could be given 
to Surrey, for it expresses his talent as well as his dis- 
position. In fact, like Petrarch, the oldest of the 
humanists, and the earliest exact writer of the modern 
tongue, Surrey- introduces a new style, the manly style, 
which mai’kS a great change of the mind ; for this new 
form of writing is the result of superior reflection, 
which, governing tlie primitive impulse, calculates and 
selects with an end in view. At last the intellect has 
grown capable of self-criticism, and actually criticises 
itsdf. It corrects its unconsidered works, infantine 
and incohei’ent, at once incomplete and superabundant ; 

^ Snrray’a Poems. ** A dei3cri{>tiuii of the restless state of the 
lover when abseut from the mistress of his heart," p. 78. 

In another piece, Complawit on the Absence of her Lover being upon 
the SeOf he sfteaks in direct tenns of his wife, almost as affectionately. 

* Greene, Heaumout and Fletcher, Webster, Shakspenre, Ford, 
Otway, Richardson, J)c Foe, Fielding Dickeucf, Thackeray, etc. 
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it strengtlj^ens and binds them together ; it prunes and 
perfects them^ it takes from them the master idea, to 
set it free and to sliow it clearly. This is what Surrey 
does, and his education had prepared him for it; for 
he had studied Vifgil as well as Petrarch, and trans- 
lated two books of the Jiihuid, almost verse for verse. 
In such company a man cannot but select his ideas and 
connect his phrases. After their example, Surrey gauges 
the means of striking the attention, assisting the intel- 
ligence, avoiding fatigue and weariness. He looks 
forward to the last line whilst writing the first. He 
keeps the strongest word for the last, and shows the 
symmetiy of ideas by the symmetry of phrases. Some- 
times he guides the intelligence by a continuous series 
of contrasts to the final image; a kind of sparkling 
casket, in which ho means to deposit the idea which he 
carries, and to which he directs our attention from the 
Hi’st.^ Sometimes he leads his reader to the close of a 
long flowery description, and then suddenly checks 
him with a sorrowful plmise.^ He arranges his pro- 
ems, and knows how to produce effects ; he uses even 
classical expressions, in which two substantives, each 
supported by its adjective, are balanced on either side 
of the verb.^ He collects his phrases in harmonious 
periods,, and does not neglect the delight of the ears 
any more than of the mind. By his inversions he adds 
force to his ideas, and weight to his oigument. He 
selects elegant or noble terms, rejects idle words and 
redimdont plnases. Every epithet contains an idea, 
every metaphor a sentiment There is eloquence in 

* Tha FraUly and Hurtfulmas of Beauty. 

* IkKription of Spring. A Vow to love faithfuUy, 

* Oomplaini of (he Lover diedained. 

S 


VOL. 1. 



268 


THE BENAISSANOE. 


BOOK U. 


the 1 ‘egular development of his thought; luiuic in the 
sustained accent of liis verse. 

Such is the new-born art. Those who have ideas, 
now possess an instrument capable of expressing them. 
Like tlie Italian painters, who in fifty years had intro- 
duced or discovered all the technical tricks of the 
brush, English wiitei s, in half-a-century, introduce or dis- 
cover all the artifices of language, period, elevated style, 
heroic veme, soon the grand stanza, so effectually, that 
a little later the most perfect versifiers, Dryden,and Pope 
himself, says Dr. Nott, will add scarce anything to the 
rules, invented or applied, which were employed in the 
earliest efforts.^ Even SuiTey is too near to these 
authors, too constrained in liis models, not sufficiently 
free; he has not'yet felt the fiery blast of the age; we 
do not find in him a bold genius, an impassioned ' 
writer capable of wide expansion, but a courtier, a 
lover of elegance, who, penetrated by the beauties of 
two finished literatures, imitates Horace and flie chosen 
masteis of Italy, corrects and polishes little morsels, 
aims at 8pe|iking perfectly fme language. Amongst 
semi-barbarians he wears a full dress becomingly. Yet 
he does not wear it completely at his ease : he keeps 
liis eyes too exclusively on his models, and does not 
venture on frank and free gestures. He is sopietimes 
as -a school-boy, makes too great use of 'hot* and 
‘cold,* wounds and martyrdom. Although a lover, 
and a genuine one, he tliinks too much that he must 
be so in Petrarch’s manner, that liis phrase must be 
balanced and his image kept up. I had almost said 
that, in his sonnets of disappointed love, he thinl^s less 
often of the strength of love than of the beauty of his 

* Surrey, ed. Nott. 
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writing. He has conceits, ill-chosen words ; he uses trite 
expressions ; he relates how Nature, having formed his 
lady, broke the mould ; he assigns parts to Cupid and 
Vemis ; he employs the old machinery of the troubadours 
and the ancients, like a clever man who wishes to pass for 
a gallant At first scarce any mind dares be quite itself : 
when a new art arises, the first artist listens not to his 
heart, but to his masters, and asks himself at every step 
whether he be setting foot on solid ground, or whether 
he is not stumbling. 

IV. 

Insensibly the growth became complete, and at the 
end of the century all was changed. A new, strange, 
overloaded style had been formed, destined to remain 
in force until the Restoration, not only in poetry, 
but also in prose, even in ceremonial speech and 
theological discourse,' so suitable to the spirit of the 
age, that we meet with it at the same time throughout 
the whole of Europe, in Ronsard and d’Aubignd, in 
Calderon, Gongora, and Marini. In 1580 appeared 
Euphues, the Anatomy of Wit, by Lyly, which was its 
text-book, its masterpiece, its caricature, and was re- 
ceived with universal admiration.* “ Our nation,” says 
Edward Blount, are in his debt for a new English which 
hee taught them. All our ladies were then his scollers ; 
and that beautie in court who could not parley 
Euphuesme was as little regarded as shee wliich now 
there speakes not French.” The ladies knew the phrases 

^ The Speaker'e address to Charles II. ou his restoration. Compare 
it with the speech of hi de Fontanes under the Empire. In each case 
it was the close of a literaiy epocn. Read for illustration the speech 
before the University of Oxford, AUumb Owniaues, i. 193. 

* His second work. Euphim and hi» EngUmd, appetired in 168L 
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of Eupliues by heart: strange, studied, and refined phrases, 
enigmatical ; whose author seems of set purpose to seek 
tliw least iiatiinil expi*essions and the most far-fetched, 
full of exaggeration and antithesis, in which mytholo- 
gical allusions, i*emiiiiscences from alchemy, botanical 
and astronomical metaphors, all the rubbish and medley 
of learning, travels, ?iiannerism. I’d! in a flood of conceits 
and comparisons. Do not judge it by the grotesque 
picture that Walter Scott drew of it. Sir Piercie 
Shafton is but a pedant, a cold and dull copyist ; it is 
its wannth and originality which give this style a tme 
force and an accent of its own. You must conceive it, 
not as dead and inert, such as we have it to-day in old 
books, but springing from the lips of lailies and young 
lords in pearl-bedecked doublet, quickened by their 
vibrating voices, their laughter, the flash of their eyes, 
the motion of their bands as they played with the hilt 
of their swoids or with their satin cloaks. Tliey were 
full of life, their heads filled to overilowing ; and they 
amused themselves, as our sensitive and eaper artists do, 
at their ease .in the studio. They did not speak to con- 
vince or be understood, but to * satisfy their excited 
imagination, to expend their oveiflowing wit.^ They 
played with words, twisted, put them out of shape, 
enjoyed sudden views, strong contrasts, which they pro- 
du(?ed one after another, ever and anon, and in great 
quantities. They cast flower on flower, tinsel on tinsel : 
everything spariding delighted them; they gilded and 
embroidered and plumed their language like their gar- 
ments. They cared nothing for clearness, order, cmnmon 
sense; it was a festival and a madness; absurdity 
pleased them. They knew nothing more tempting than 
^ See Shakspeare’s young men. Meivntio specially. 
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a carnival of splendours and oddities ; all was huddled 
together : *a coarse gaiety, a tender and sad word, a 
pastoral, a soimding flourish of unmeasured boasting, a 
gambol of a Jack-pudding. Eyes, ears, all the senses, 
eager and excited, are satisfied by this jiugle of syllables, 
the display of fine high-coloured words, the unexjiceted 
clash of droll or familiar images, the majestic roll of 
well-poised periods. Every one had his own oaths, his 
elegances, his style. “ One woidd say,” remarks Heylyn, 
that they are ashamed of their mother-tongue, and do 
not find it sufficiently varied to express the whims of 
their mind.” We no longer imagine this inventiveness, 
this boldness of fancy, this ceaseless fertility of nervous 
sensibility : there was no genuine prose at that time ; 
the poetic flood swallowed it up. A word was not an 
exact symbol, as with us; a document which from 
cabinet to cabinet carried a prec.ise thought. It was 
part of a complete action, a little dmma ; when they 
read it, they did not take it by itself, but imagined it 
with the intonation of a liissing and slirill voice, with 
the puckering of the lips, the knitting of the brows, 
and the succession of pictures wliich cn/ud behind it, 
and which it calls forth in a flash of liglitning. 
Each one mimics and pronounces it in hi.s own 
style, and impresses his own soul upon it. It 
was a song, which, like the poet’s verse, contains a 
thousand things besides the literal sense, and manifest.^ 
the depth, warmth, and sparkling of the source whence 
it flowed. For in that time, even when the man was 
feeble, his work lived ; there is some pulse in the least 
productions of this age ; force and creative fire signalise 
it ; they penetrate through bombast and affectation. 
Lyly himself, so fantastic that he seems to write pur- 
posely in defiance of common sense,, is at times a 
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genuine poet ; a singer, a man capable of rapture, akin 
to Spenser and Shakspeare; one of those introspective 
dr^mers, who see dancing fairies, the purpled che^s 
of goddesses, drunken, amorous woods, as he says : 

“ Adorned with the presence of my love, 

The woods I fear such secret power shall prove, 

As they’ll sliut up each path, hide every way, 

Because they still would have her go astray.” ^ 

The reader must assist me, and assist himself. I cmi- 
not otherwise give him to underatand what the men 
of this age had the felicity to experience. 

Luxuriance and irregularity were the two features of 
this spirit and this literature, — features common to all 
the literatures of the Renaissance, but more marked 
here than elsewhere, because the German race is not 
confined, like the Latin, by the taste for harmonious 
forms, and prefers strong impression to fine expression. 
We must seledt amidst this crowd of poets ; and h^ 
is one amongst the fiist, who exhibits, by his writ- 
ings as well as by his life, the greatness and the folly' 
of the prevailing mannei’s and the public taste: Sir 
Philip Sidney, nephew of the Earl of Leicester, a great 
lord and a man of action, accomplished in cveiy kind 
of culture ; who, after a good training in classical lit^> 
ture, travelled in France, GeiTiiany, anct Italy ; read 
Plato and Aristotle, studied astronomy and geomptiy at 
Venice ; pondered over the Greek tragedies, the Italian 
sonnets, the pastorals of Montemayor, the poems of 
Konsard ; displaying an interest in science, keeping up 
an exchange of letters with the learned Hubert Languet ; 
and withal a man of the world, a favourite of Elizabeth, 
having had enacted in her honour adattering and comic 
pastoral ; a genuine " jewd of thCnoiirt a judgef like 
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d’TJrfl^, of lofty gallautry and due language ; above all, 
chivalrous in heart and deed, who wished to follow mari* 
time adventure witli Drake, and, to crown all, fated 
to die an early and heroic death. He was a cavalry 
officer, and had saved the English army at Gravelines. 
Shortly after, mortally wounded, and dying of thirst, as 
some water was brought to him, he saw by his side a 
soldier still more desperately hurt, who was looking at 
the water with anguish in his face : " Give it to this 
mau,”-said he ; “ his necessity is still greater than mine.” 
Do not forget the vehemence and impetuosity of the 
middle-age j — one hand ready for action, and kept in- 
cessantly on the hilt of the sword or poniard. “ Mr. 
Molineux” wrote he to his father’s secretaiy, “ if ever 
I know you to do so much as read any letter I write to 
my father> without his commandment or my consent, I 
will thrust my dagger into you. And trust to it, for I 
speak it in earnest.” It was the same man who said to 
his uncle’s adversaries that they “lied in their throat;” 
and to support his words, promised them a meeting in 
three months in any place in Europe. The savage 
energy of the preceding age remains intact, and' it is for 
tliis reason that poetry took so firm a hold on these 
viigin souls. The human harvest is never so line as 
when cultivation opens up a new soU. Impassioned, 
moreover, melancholy and solitary, he naturally turned 
to noble and ardent fantasy ; and he was so much tlie 
poet, that he had no need of verse. 

Shall 1 d^cribe his pastoral epic, the AveaMa t It 
is but a recreation, a sort of poetical romance, written 
in the country for the amusemen^ of hia ei&ter ; a work 
of fashion, whidi, like Cyrtis and CUlie,^ is not a;mjOtiiL- 

^ Two l^rendi novels of the ago of I^ouis XIV., each in toft voliimos, 
(tad written by Ha<leinoi8clle dc Scudory. — T k. 
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ment, but a document. Tliis kind of books shows only 
the externals, tlie current elegance and politeness, the 
jaigon of the fashionable world, — in short, that which 
should be spoken before ladies ; and yet we perceive 
from it the bent of the public opinion. In CUlie, oratori- 
cal development, delicate and collected analysis, the flow- 
ing converse of men seated quietly in elegant arm-chairs ; 
in the Arcadia^ fantastic imagination, excessive senti- 
ment, a medley of events which suited men scarcely 
recovered from barbarism. Indeed, in London they still 
used to Are pistols at each other in the streets; and 
under Henry VIIT. and his children. Queens, a Protector, 
the highest nobles, knelt under the axe of the execu- 
tioner. Armed and perilous existence long resisted in 
Europe the establishment of peaceful and quiet life. 
It was necessary to change society and the soil, in order 
to transform men of the sword into citizens. The high 
roads of Louis XIV. and his regular adiniuistration, and 
more recently the railroads and the sergenU de viUe, freed 
the French from habits of violence and a taste for 
dangerous adventure. Hemembcr that at Jiis period 
men’s heads were full of tragical images. Sidney’s 
Arcadia contains enough of them to su])ply half-a-dozen 
epics. "It is a trifle,’’ says the author; "my young 
head must be delivered,” In the first twenty-five pages 
you meet with a shipwreck, an account of pirates, a 
lialf-flrowned prince rescued by shepheixis, a journey in 
Arcadia, various disguises, the retreat of a king with- 
drawn into solitude with his wife and children, the de- 
liverance of a young imprisoned lord, a war against the 
Helots, the conclusion of peace, and many other things. 
Read on, and you will find princesses shut up by a 
wicked fairy, wlio beats them, and threatens them with 
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death if they refuse to inaiTy lier son ; a beautiful queen 
condemned to perish by fire if certain knights do not 
come to lier succour; a treaclierous prince tortured ibr his 
wicked deeds, then cast from the toj) of a pyiu-mid ; fights, 
surprises, abductions, travels : in short, the whole pro- 
gramme of the most romantic tales. 'J’hat is the sciious 
element : the agreeable is of a like nature ; the fanhistic 
]jredomi nates. Improbable pastor. il serves, as in Shaks- 
peare or Lope de Vega, for an intermezzo to improbable 
tragedy. You are always coming upon <lancing shep- 
herds. They are very courteous, good poets, and subtle 
metaphysicians. Seveml of them are disguised princes 
who pay their court to the princesses. They sing 
continually, and get up allegorical dances ; two bands 
approach, servants of lleiison and Passion ; their hats, 
ribbons, and dross are described in full. They quarrel 
in verse, and their retorts, which follow close on one 
another, over-refined, keep up a Umrnament of wit. 
Who cared for what was natural or possible in this age ? 
There were such festivals at Elizabeth’s " iwogresses 
and you have only to look at the engravings of Sadeler, 
Martin de Vo.s, and Goltziu.s, to find this mixtine of 
sensitive beauties and philosophical enigmas. The 
Countess of Pembroke and her ladies were delighted to 
picture this profusion of costumes and verses, this play 
beneath the trees. They had eyes in the sixteenth 
century, senses which sought satisfaction in poetry — the 
same satisfaction as in masquerading and painting. 
Man was not yet a pure reasoner ; abstract tnith was not 
enough for him. Rich stuffs, twisted about and folded ; 
the sun to shine upon them, a huge meadow studded 
with white daisies: ladies in brocaded dressc.s with 
bare arms, crowns on their heads, instruments of music 
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behind the trees, — ^this is what the reader Qxpects ; he 
cares nothing for contrasts; he will readily accept a 
drawing-room in the midst of the fields. 

Wlrnt arc they going to say there ? Here comes out 
that nervous exaltation, in all its folly, which is-chai-ac- 
teristic of the spirit of the age ; love rises to the thirty- 
sixth heaven. Musidonis is the brother of Cdladon ; 
Pamela is closely related to the severe heroines of 
Astrie; ^ all tiie Spanish exaggerations abound and all the 
Spanish falsehoods. For in these works of fashion or of 
the Court, primitive sentiment never retains its since- 
rity : wit, the necessity to please, the desire for effect, of 
speaking better than others, alter it, influence it, heap up 
embellishments and refinements, so that nothing is left 
but twaddle. Musidorus wished to give Pamela a kiss. 
She repels him. He would have died on the spot ; but 
luckily remembers that his mistress commanded him to 
leave her, and finds himself still able to obey her 
command. He complains to the tree-s, weeps in verse : 
there are dialogues where Echo, repeating the last word, 
replies ; duets in rhyme, balanced stanzas, in which the 
theory of love* is minutely detailed ; in short, all the 
grand airs of ornamental poetry. If they send a letter 
to their mistress, they speaJc to it, tell the ink : 
“ Therefore moume boldly, my inke ; for while shee 
lookQs upon you, your blacknesse will sliine : ciy out 
boldly my lamentation; for while shee reades you, 
your cries will be musicke.’*® 

Again, two young princesses are going to bed : 
" They impoverished their clothes to enrich their bed, 

' GSladon, a rustic lover in Aatrie, a French novel in five volumes, 
named after the heroine, and written by d’iJrfiS (d. 1625 ). — Th. 

‘ Areadia, ed. fol, 1629, p. 117. 
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which foi; that night iniglit well scorne the shrine of 
Venus; and Jliere cherishing one another with deare, 
thougli chaste embracements ; with sweete, though cold 
kisses ; it might seeme that love was come to play him 
there without dart,' or that wearie of his owne fires, he 
was there to refresh ‘ himselfe between their sweete 
breathing lippes.’*' 

In excuse of these follies, remember that they have 
their paiullels in Shakapeare. Try luther to comprehend 
them, to imagine them in their pliwje, with their sur- 
roundings, such as they are ; that is, as the excess of 
singularity and inventive fire. Even thougli they mar 
now and then the finest ideas, yet a natural freshness 
pierces thiougli the disguise. Take another example: 
“ 111 the time that the morning did strew roses and 
violets in the heavenly floore against the coming of the 
sun, the nightingales (striving one with the other which 
could in most dainty variotie recount their wronge- 
caused sorrow) made them put off their sleep.” 

In Sidney’s second work. The, Defeiice of Poesie, wc 
meet with genuine imagination, a sincere and serious 
tone, a grand, commanding style, all the passion and 
elevation which he carries in his heart and puts into his 
verse. He is a muser, a Platonist, who is penetrated 
by the doctrines of the ancients, who takes things from 
a lofty point of view, who places the excellence of poetry 
not in pleasing effect, imitation, or rhyme, but in that 
creative and superior conception by which the artist 
ci’eates anew and embellishes nature. At the same time, 
he is an ardent man, trusting in the nobleness of his 
aspirations and in the width of his ideas, who puts down 
the brawling of the shoppy, narrow, vulgar Puritanism 
’ Arcadia, cd. fol. 1029, book ii. p. 114. 
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and glows with tlie lofty irony, tlie proud freedom, of a 
poet and a lonl. 

In his eyes, if tliere is any art or science cjxpahle of 
augmenting and cultivating oiu* generosity, it is poetI5^ 
He draws comparison after comparison between it aiul 
philosopliy or liistory, whose pretensions he laughs at 
and dismisses.^ He fights for poetry as a knight for 
liis lady, and in what heroic and splendid style ! He 
says: ‘"I never heard the old Song of Percie and 
Douglas, that I found not my heart moved more than 
wfith a tninipet : and yet it is sung but by some blinde 
Crowder, with no rougher voyce, than nule stile ; which 
beeing so evill apparelled in the dust and Cobweb of that 
iinciviU age, what would it work, trimmed in the gorge- 
ous eloquence of Pindare 

Tlie philosopher repels, the poet attracts : “Nay bee 
doth as if your journey should lye through a faire vine- 
yard, at the very first, give you a cluster of grapes, that 
full of that taste, you may long to posse further.”-'’ 

What description of poetry can displease you ? Not 
pastoral so easy and genial ? “ Is it the bitter but whole- 
some lambicke, who rubbes the galled niiiide, making 
shame the Tnimpet of villanie, with liohl and ojreii cry- 
ing out against naughtinesse ?”^ 

At the close lie reviews his arguments, and the 
vibrating martial accent of his poetical period is like a 
trump of victory : “ So that since the excellencies of it 
(poetry) may bee so easily and so justly coufii-med, and 

' The Defence of Pocsie, «•«! fol. 1629, ]). .558 : “ T dare undertake, 
tliat OrJando Furioso, or honest King Arthur, will never displease a 
soldier : hut the quidditie of Ens and prima meUjeria^ will hardly agree 
with a Corselet.” See also, in the same hook, the very lively and spirited 
persoiiification of History and Philoitophy, full of geniiinc talent. 

* Ibid. p. 563. » Ibid. p. 660. * Ibid. p. 552. 
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the low-(yeeping objections so sooue trodden downe, it 
not being an^Art of lyes, but of time doctrine; not of 
etfeminatenesse, but of notable stirring of courage ; not 
of abusing man’s wit, but of streugthning man’s wit ; not 
banished, but honoured by Plato; let us rather plant 
more Laurels for to ingarland the Poets heads than 
suffer the ill-savoured breath of such wreiig speakers, 
once to blow upon the cleare springs of Poesie.”^ 

From such vehemence and gravity you may imticipate 
what his verses will be. 

Often, after reading the poets of this age, I have 
looked for some time at the contemporary prints, telling 
myself that man, in mind and body, was not then such 
as we see him to-day. We iilso liave our passions, but 
we are no longer strong enough to bear them. They 
unsettle us ; we are no longer poets without suffering 
for it. Alfred de Musset, Heine, Edgar Poe, Burns, 
Byron, Shelley, Cowper, how many shall 1 instance? 
Hisgust, mentiil and bodily degradation, disease, impo- 
tence, madness, suicide, at best a permanent hallucina- 
tion or feverish raving, — these are now adays the ordi- 
nary issues of the poetic temperament. The passion 
of the brain gnaws our vitals, dries up tbe blood, eats 
into tlie marrow, shakes us like a tempest, and the 
human frame, such as civilisation has made us, is not 
substantial enough long to resist it. They, who have 
been more roughly trained, who are more inured to the 
inclemencies of climate, more hardened by bodily exer- 
cise, more firm against danger, endure and live. Is 

* Th 9 Defence p. 660. Here and there we find also verso 

as spirited as this : 

“Or Pindar’s Apes, flaunt they in phrases fine, 

Knam’Iing with pied flowers their thoughts of gold.’ — T. 608. 
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there a man living who could withstand tlie 'stomi of 
passions and visions which swept over Shakspeare, and 
end, like him, as a sensible citizen and lauded proprietor 
ill his small county ? The muscles were hnner, despair 
less prompt. The rage of concentrated attention, the 
half hallucinations, the anguish and heaving of the breast, 
the quivering of the limbs bracing themselves involun- 
tarily and blindly for action, all the painful yearnings 
which accompany grand desires, exhausted them less; 
this is why they desired longer, and dared more. 
D’Aubign4, wounded with many sword-thrusts, conceiv- 
ing death at hand, had himself bound on his horse that he 
might see his mistress once more, and rode thus seveiBl 
leagues, losing blood all the way, and aniving in a swoon. 
Such feelings we glean still from their portraits, in the 
straight looks which pierce like a sword ; in that strength 
of back, bent or twisted; in the sensuality, energy, 
enthusiasm, which breathe fi'oni their attitude or look. 
Such feelings we still discover in their poetry, in Greene, 
Lodge, Jonson, Spenser, Shakspeare, in Sidney, as in all 
the rest. We quickly foiget the faults of laste which 
accompany them, the affectation, the uncouth jargon. 
Is it really so uncouth ? Imagine a man who with 
closed eyes distinctly sees the adored countenance of 
his mistress, who keeps it before him all the day ; who 
is ti'^ubled and shaken as he imagines ever and anon 
her brow, her lips, her eyes ; who cannot and will not 
be separated from his vision ; who sinks daily deeper 
in this passionate contemplation; who is every instant 
crushed by mortal anxieties, or transported by the 
raptures of bliss : he will lose the exact conception of 
objects. A fixed idea becomes a false idea. By dint 
of regarding an object under all its fonns, turning it 
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over, pieroing through it, we at last deform it. When 
we cannot thjLuk of a thing without being dazed and 
without tears, we magnify it, and give it a character 
which it has not Hence strange coiiiparisoiis, over- 
refined ideas, excessive images, become natui-al. How- 
ever far Sidney goes, whatever object he touches, he 
sees throughout the universe only tlie name and features 
of Stella. All ideas bring him back to her. He is 
drawn ever and invincibly by the same thought : and 
comparisons wliich seem far-fetched, only express the 
unfailing presence and sovereign power of the besetting 
imago. Stella is ill; it seems to Sidney that “Joy, 
which is inseparate from those eyes, Stella, now Icarnes 
(sti’ange case) to weepe in thee.” ^ To us, tlie expression 
is absurd. Is it so for Sidney, who for hours together 
had dwelt on the expression of those eyes, seeing in 
them at last all the beauties of heaven and earth, who, 
compared to them, finds all light dull and all happiness 
stale ? Consider that in every extreme passion ordinary 
laws are reversed, that our logic cannot pass judgment 
on it, that we find in it affectation, childishness, witti- 
cisms, crudity, folly, and that to us violent conditions 
of the nervous machine are like an unknown and 
marvellous laud, where common sense and good language 
cannot penetrate. On the return of spring, when May 
spreads over the fields her dappled dress of hew flowers, 
Astrophel and Stella sit in the shade of a retired grove, 
in the warm air, full of birds’ voices and pleasant 
exhalations. Heaven smiles, the wind kisses the 
trembling leaves, the inclining trees interlace their 
sapijy branches, amorous earth swallows greedily the 
rippling water : 

* jBtropkd and SMlek ed. fol. 1620, 101 st sonnet, p. 61S 
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lu a grove most rich of shade, 

Where birds wanton nmsickc made, 

May, then youg, his py’d weeds showing, 

New perfum’d with flowers fresh growing, 

“ Astrophcl with Stella sweet, . 

Did for mutuall comfoiii meet. 

Both within themselves oppressed. 

But each in tlie other blessed. . . . 

“ Their eares hungry of each word, 

Which the deere tongue would afford, 

But their tongues restrain’d from walking. 

Till their hearts had ended talking. 

“ But when their tongues cf)uld not speake, 

Love it sclfe did silence breake ; 

Love (lid set his lips jisunder. 

Thus to speake in love and wonder. . . , 

This small winde which so sweet is, 

See how it the leaves doth kisse, 

Each tree in his best atfcyring. 

Sense of love to love inspiring." ^ 

On his knees, with beating hcai't, oppressed, it seems to 
him that liis mistress becomes transformed ; 

“ Stella, soveraigne of my joy, . . . 

Stella, starre of heavenly fire, 

Stella, load-staiTe of desire, 

Stella, ill whose shining eyes 
Are the lights of Cupid’s skies. . . 

Stella, whose voice when it speakes 
Senses all asunder ln*eakes ; 

Stella, whose voice when it singeth, 

Angels to acquaintance bringeth.” 

' Attrojphd md Stella (1629), 8th song, p. 608. * Ibid. 604 
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Tliese cries of adoration are like a liynin. Every day 
he writes thoughts of love which agitate him, and in 
this long journal of a hundred pages we feel the 
heated breath swell eacli moment. A smile from his 
mistress, a curl lifted by the wind, a gesture, — all are 
events, lie paints her in every attitude ; he cannot 
see her too constantly. He talks to the birds, plants, 
winds, all nature. He brings the whole world to 
Stella’s feet. At the notion of a kiss he swoons : 

Tliiiikc of that most gratcfiill timo 
When thy leaping liciirt will climbe. 

In my lips to iiave his biding. 

Thcro those roses for to kisse, 

Which doe breath a siigred blisse, 

Opening rubies, pearles dividing." ^ 

“ 0 joy, too high for my low stile to show : 

' 0 blisse, fit for a nobler state then me : 

Envie, put out thine eyes, lest thou do see 
What Oceans of delight in rue do flow. 

My friend, that oft saw through all maskes my wo, 
Come, come, and let me powre niy feelfe on thee ; 
Gone is the winter of my miscrie, 

My spring ap^reares, 0 see what here doth grow, 

For Stella hath with words where faith doth shine. 

Of her high heart giv’ii me the monarch io : 

I, I, 0 I may say that she is mine." * 

There are Oriental splendours in the dazzling sonnet in 
which he asks why Stella’s cheeks have grown pale : 

** Where be those Roses gone, which sweetued so our eyes ? 
Where those red cheekes, which oft with faire encrease doth 
frame 


* Astrophel and StellUt 10th song, p. 010. * Ibid, sonnet 69, p. 65A 

VOL. I. T 
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The licij^ht of Jiunour in the kindly badge of sliai^e ? 

Who hath the crimson weeds stolne from my .morning skies t ' 

Ad he says, liis " life melts with too much thinking.'* 
Exliausted by ecstasy, he pauses ; then he flies from 
thought to tJiought, seeking relief for his wound, like 
the Satyr wlioin he describes : 

“ Prometheus, when first from heaven hie 
He brought downe fire, ore then on eartli not scene, 
Fond of delight, a Satyr standing by 
Gave it a kisse, as it like sweet had bocne. 

“ Feeling forthwith the other burning power, 

Wood with the smart with sliowts and shryking shrill, 
He sought Ins ease in river, field, and bower. 

But for the time his gi-iefe went with him still.” - 

At last calm returned ; and wliilst this calm lasts, the 
lively, glowing spirit jdays like a flickering flame on the 
surflice of the deep brooding fire. His love-songs and 
word-portraits, delightful pagan and chivalric fancies, 
.seem to be inspired by Petrarch or Plato. We feel the 
charm and sportiveness under the seeming affectation : 

“ Faire eyes, sweete Hi®, deare heart, that foolish I 
Could hope by Cupids helpe ou ytm to pray ; 

Since to himsclfe he doth your gifts apjdy. 

As his inaiiie force, choise 8i)ort. and easefull stray. 

“ For wlien he will sec who dare him gainsay, 

Then with those eyes lie lookes, lo by and by 
Each soule dotli at Loves feet his weapons lay, 

Glad if for her he give them leave to die. 

' Aslrophel and Stella^ 8onjietl02, p. 614 

* Ibid. p. 625 : this sonnet is headed E. D. Wood, iu his Athen 
Oxon. i., says it was written by Sir Edward Dyer, Chancellor of the 
Most noble Order of the Garter. —Ta. 
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“ When be will play, then in her lips he is, 

Wberp blushing red, that Loves sdfe them doth love. 
With either lip he doth the other kisse : 

But when he will for quiets sake remove 
From all the world, her heart is then his rome, 
Where well he knowes, no man to him can come.” ' 

Both heart and sense are captive here. If he finds the 
eyes of SteUa more beautiful than anything in the world, 
he finds her soul niore lovely than her body. He is a 
Platonist when he recounts how Virtue, wishing to be 
loved of men, took Stella’s form to enchant their eyes, 
and make them see the heaven which the inner sense 
reveals to heroic souls. We recognise in him that 
entire submission of heart, love turned into a religion, 
perfect passion which asks only to grow, and which, like 
the piety of the mystics, finds itself always too insignifi- 
cant when it com])area itself with the object loved : 

“My youth doth waste, niy km ledge brings forth toyes, 
My wit doth strive those passions to defend, 

Which for reward spoyle it with vaine annoyes, 

I see my course to lose my selfe doth bend ; 

1 see and yet no greater sorrow take, 

Than that I lose no more for Stella’s sake.’ ^ 

At la-st, like Socrates in the banquet, he turns his eyes 
to deathless beauty, heavenly brightness : 

“ Leave me, 0 Love, which reachest but to dust. 

And thou my minde aspire to higher things : 

Grow rich in that which never taketh nist : 

Whatever fades, but fading pleasure brings. . . . 

0 take fast hold, let that light be thy guide, 

In this small course which birth drawes out to death.” * 

^ A^rophel and SteUa^ sonnet 43, p. 545. 

* Ibid, sonnet 18, p. 678. * I^ast sonnet, p. 539. 
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Divine love continues the earthly love; he was im- 
prisoned in this, and frees himself. By» this nobility, 
thise lofty aspirations, recognise one of those serious 
souls of which there are so many in the same climate 
and race. Spiritual instincts pierce through the 
dominant paganism, and ere tliey make Christians, 
make Platonists. 

V. 

Sidney was cmly a soldier in an army ; there is a 
multitude about him, a multitude of poets. Tn fifty- 
two years, witlmut counting the drama, two liundi’ed and 
thirty-three are enumerated,' of whom forty liave genius 
or talent : Breton, Donne, Drayton, Lodge, Greene, the 
two Bletchers, Beaumont, Spenser, Shakspeare, Ben 
Jonson, Marlowe, Wither, Warner, Davison, Carew, 
Suckling, Hei'i’ick ; — wo should grow tired in counting 
tliem. There is a crop of them, and so there is at the 
same time in Catholic and heroic Spain ; and as in Spain 
it was a sign of the times, the mark of a public want, 
the index to an extraordinary and transient '.ondition of 
the mind. What is this condition which gives rise to 
so univeraal a taste for poetry ? What is it breathes 
life into their books ? How happens it, that amongst 
the least, in spite of pedantries, awkwairinesses, in the 
rhyming chronicles or descriptive cyclopedias, we meet 
with brilliant pictures and genuine love-cries? How 
liappens it, that when this generation was exhausted, 
true poetiy ended in England, as true painting in Italy 
and Flandem ? It was because an epoch of the mind 
came and passed away, — that, namely, of instinctive and 

^ Nathan Drake, Sfutkspeare and his Times, i. Part 2, ch. 2, 3, 4. 
Among these 283 poets the authors of isolated pieces are not reckoned, 
but only those who published or collected their worka 
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creative woiiception. • 'Diese men had new senses, and 
no theories in their heads. Tims, when tliey took a 
walk, tlieir emotions were not the same as ours. 
What is sunrise to an ordinaiy man ? A white 
smudge on the edge of the sky, between bosses of 
clouds, amid pieces of land, and bits of road, whicli 
lie does not see because he has seen them a hundred 
times. But for them, all things have a soul ; 1 mean 
that they feel within them.selvcs, indirectly, the up- 
rising and severance of the outlines, the power and 
contrast of tints, the sad or delicious sentiment, which 
breathes from this combination and union like a harmony 
or a cry. How sorrowful is the sun, as he rises in a 
mist above the sad sea-furrows ; what an air of resigna- 
tion in the old trees imstlilig in tlie night rain ; what a 
feverish tmnult in the mass of waves, whose dishevelled 
locks are twisted for ever on the surface of the abyss ! 
But the great torch of heaven, the luminous god, 
emeiges and shines; the tall, soft, pliant herbs, the 
eveigreen meadows, the expanding roof of lofty oaks, — 
the whole English landscape, continually renewed and 
illumined by the flooding moisture, diffr.ses an inex- 
haustible freshness. These meadows, rod and white 
with flowers, ever moist and ever young, slip off their 
veil of golden mist, and appear suddenly, timidly, like 
beautiful virgins. Here is the cuckoo-flower, which 
springs up before the coming of the swallow ; there the 
hare-bell, blue as the veins of a woman ; the marigold, 
which sets witli the sun, and, weeping, rises with him. 
Drayton, in his Polyolbion,, sings 
“ Then from her buniisht gate the goodly glittring Bast 
Guilds every lofty top, which late tlie humorous Night 
Bespangled had with pearlo, to please the Mornings sight ; 
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On which the mirthfull Quire», with their cleere of en throats, 
Unto the joyfull Morne so straine their warl^ag notes, 

'’’hat Hills and Valleys ring, and even the ecchoing Ayie 
Beetnes all compos’d of sounds, about them eveiywhere. . . . 
Thus sing away the Morne, untill the mounting Sunne, 
Through thich exhaled fogs, his golden head hath runne, 

And through the twisted tops of our close Covert creeps, 

To kiss the gentle Sl<ade, tJiis wliile that sweetly sleeps.”’ 

A step further, and you will find tlie old gods reappear. 
They reappear, these living gods — these living gods 
mingled with things which you cannot help meeting as 
soon as you meet nature ngain. Shakspeare, in the 
Tempest, sings : 

“ Ceres, most bounteous hidy thy rich leas 
Of wheat, rye, barley, vetches, oats, and pease ; 

Thy turfy mountains, where live nibbling sheep, 

And flat meads thatch*d with stover, them to keep ; 
Thy banks with peonM and lilied brims. 

Which spongy April at thy host bctrims, 

To make cold nymphs chaste crowns . . . 

Hail, inany-colo'ir’d mcssoi.ger (Iris.) . . . 

WhoJ with thy saffron wings, upon my flowers 
Diffusest honey-dropsi, refreshing showers. 

And with each end of thy blue bow dost crown 
My bosky acres and my unshrubb’d down." * 

In QyinMme he says : 

“ They are as gentle as zephyrs, blowing below the violet. 
Not wagging his sweet head.” ® 

Gi'eene writes : 

“ When Flora, proud in pomp of all her flowers, 

Sat bright and gay, 

’ 51. Drayton’s Polyalbim, ed. 1622, 18th song, ]>. 214. 

* Act iv. 1. • Act iv. 2. 
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^wl gloried in the dew of Iris* sliowers, 

And did display 

Her mantle chequered all with gaudy green." ^ 

The same author also says : 

“ How oft have I descending Titan seen, 

His burning locks couch in tlie sea-queen's lap; 

And beauteous Thetis his red body wrap 
111 watery robes, as he her lord had been ! ” * 

So Spenser, in liis Ftme Qaeene, sings : 

“ The ioyous day gan eaily to appeare , 

And fayre Aurora from the dcawy bed 
Of aged Tithoue gan hersclfc to reare 
With rosy cheekes, for shame as blushing retl : 

Her golden locks, for hast, weic loosely shed 
About her eares, when Una her did inarke 
Olymbe to her charet, all with flowers spied, 

From heveii high to chace the chearelessc darke ; 

With mery note her lowd salutes the mounting larke." * 

All the splendour and sweetness of this moist and well- 
watered land; all the specialties, the opulence of its 
dissolving tints, of its variable sky, its lu'curiant vege- 
tation, assemble thus about the gods, who gave them 
their beautiful form. 

In the life of every man there are moments when, in 
presence of objects, he experiences a shock. This mass 
of ideas, of mangled recollections, of mutilated images, 
which lie hidden in all comers of his mind, are set in 
motion, oiganised, suddenly developed like a flower. 
He is enraptured ; he cannot help looking at and admir- 


‘ Greene’s Poems, ed. Bell, JSurymaehus in Laudem 3ftrimidoef p. 73. 

“ Ibid. MdicoHus' dtaerijrtiffn of his Midrm, p. 88. 

* Spensur^s ed. Toild, 1863, ThcFu^nc Otueue^ i. c. ll,st 61. 
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ing the charming creature wliich has just appeared ; he 
wishes to see it .again, and others like it, and dreams of 
nothing else. There are such moments in the life of 
nations, and this is one of them. Tliey are happy in 
contemplating beautiful things, and wi.sh only that they 
should be the most beautiful ])ossible. Tliey are not pre- 
occupied, as we are, witli theories. Tliey do not excite 
themselves to express moral or philosophical ideas. They 
wish to enjoy through the imagin.ation, through the eyes, 
like those Italian nobles, who, at the same time, were 
so captivated by fine colours and fonns, that they 
covered with paintings not only their rooms and their 
churches, but the lids of their chests and the saddles of 
their horses. The rich and green sunny country; young, 
gaily-attired ladies, blooming with health and love; half- 
draped gods and goddesses, masterpieces and models of 
strength and grace, — these are the most lovely objects 
which man can contemplate, the most capable of satisfy- 
ing his senses and his heart— of giving rise to smiles 
and joy; and these are the objects whiob occur in 
all the poets in a most wonderful abundance of songs, 
pastorals, sonnets, little fugitive })ieces, .so lively, delicate, 
easily unfolded, that we have never since had their 
equals. Wliat though Venus and Cupid have lost their 
altars ? Like the contemporary ]Mintei’s of Italy, they 
willingly imagine a beautiful naked child, drawn on a 
chariot of gold through the limpid air; or a woman, 
redolent with youth, standing on tlio waves, which kiss 
her snowy feet. Harsh Ben Jonson is ravished with 
the scene. The disciplined battalion of his sturdy 
verses changes into a hand of little graceful strophes, 
which trip as lightly as Eaphael's children. He sees 
his lady approach, sitting on the chariot of Love, drawn 
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by swan a and dovea T^ove leads tlie car ; she passes 
calm and smiling, and all hearts, channed by her divine 
looks, wish no other joy than to see and serve her for cvei’. 

“ See the chai'iot at hand here of Love, 

Wherein iny lady rideth ! 

Each that draws is a swan or a dove, 

And well tlie car Love guidctli. 

As she goes, all hearts do duty 
Unto her beauty , 

And, enamoured, do w'ish, so they might 
But enjoy such a sight. 

That tliey still were to run by her siile, 

Through swords, through seas, wliitlioj she would ride. 
Do but look on her eyes, they do light 
All that Love’s world comjwiseth ! 

Do but look on her hair, it is bright 
As Love’s star when it riseth ! . . . 

Have you seen but a bright lily grow. 

Before rude hands have touched it 1 
Have you marked but the full o’ the snow', 

Before the soil hath Rinutched it ? 

Have you felt the wool of beaver ? 

Or swan’s down ever ? 

Or have smelt o’ the bud o’ the brier 1 
Or the nard in the fire 1 
Or have tasted the bag of the bee 1 
0 so “white ! 0 so soft ! 0 so sweet is she 1 ” ^ 

What can be more lively, more unlike measured and 
artificial mythology? Like 'riieocritus and Moschus, 
they play with their smiling gods, and their belief 
becomes a festival. One day, in an alcove of a wood, 
Cupid meets a nymph asleep : 

* Ben Jonsoii’s JPdems, cd. 11. Bell. CdAralion of Oharia; Just 
7'riumph, p. 125. 
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“ Her golden hair overspread her face, * 

Her careless arms abroad were ci^t, 

Her quiver had her pillow’s placed, 

Her breast lay bare to every blast.” ^ 

He approaches softly, steals her arrows, and puts his 
own in their place. She hears a noise at last, raises 
her reclining liead, ond sees a shepherd approaching. 
She dees ; he pursues. She bends her bow, and shoots 
her arrows at him. He only becomes more ardent, and 
is on the point of seizing her. In despair, she takes an 
arrow, and buries it in her lovely body. Lo ! she is 
changed, she stops, smiles, loves, dimvs near him. 

“ Though mouutiiins meet not, lovers may. 

What other lovers do, did they. 

The god of Love sat on a tree, 

And laught that pleasant sight to see.” 

A drop of archness falls into the medley of artlessness 
and voluptuous charm ; it was so in I.ongus, and in all 
that delicious nosegay called the Anthology. Hot the 
dry mocking of Voltaire, of foils who possessed only 
wit, and always lived in a drawing-room'; but the 
raillery of artists, lovers whose brain is full of colour 
and foru), who, when they reeount a bit of roguishness, 
imagine a stooping neck, lowered eyes, the blushing of 
vermilion cheeks. One of these fair ones says the fol- 
lawiug vemes, simpering, and we con even see now the 
pouting of her lips : 

“ Love in my bosom like a bee 
Doth suck his sweet 
Now with his wings he plays with me, 

Now with his feet 

' OvjAiSi Pastwi€t uiiknoAvn Author, tib. 1621. > Ibid, , 
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•• Witliin my eyes he makes his rest, 
jiis bed amid my tender breast, 

My kisses are his daily feast. 

And yet he robs me of my rest. 

Ah ! wanton, will ye ' ” ' 

What relieves these spoitive pieces is their splendour 
of imagmatiou. There are effects aud Hashes which we 
hardly dare quote, dazzling and maddening, as in the 
Hony of Smtys : 

“ Her eyes, f.iir eyes, like to the purest lights 
That uniiiiate the sun, or cheer the day ; 

111 whom tlie .shining sunbeams brightly play, 

Whiles fancy doth on them divine delights. 

‘‘ Her checks like ripened lilies steeped in wine. 

Or fair pomegrtmate kernels washed in milk. 

Or snow-white threads in nets of crimson silk. 

Or gorgeous clouds upon the sun’s decline. 

“ Her lips are luses over-w.ishcil with dew. 

Or like the purr)Ie of Narcissus’ flowei' . . . 

‘‘ Her crystal chin like to the purest mould. 

Enchased with dainty daisies soft and white. 

Where fancy’s fair pavilion once is pight. 

Whereas embraced his beauties he doth hold. 

“ Her neck like to an ivory shining tower. 

Where through with azure veins sweet nectar runs, 

Or like the down of swans where Senesse wooiis. 

Or like delight that doth itself devour. 

Her paps arc like fair apples in the prime. 

As round as orient pearls, as soft as down ; 

They never vail their fair through winter’s frown, 

But from their sweets love sucked his summer time.” ^ 

^ ItoMliiuis Madrigal. 

Greene’s Poems^ ed. K. Bell, Menaphm'a Eclogue, p. 41. 
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“ What need compare, where sweet exceeds compare 1 
Who draws his tiioughts of love from senseless things, 
Their pomp and greatest glories doth impair, 

And mounts love’s heaven wdth overladen wings.” ^ 

I can well believe tliiit things had no nioi’e betaiity 
then than now; bnt I am sure that men found them 
more beautiful. 

When the power of embellishment is m great, it is 
natural that they should paint the sentiment which 
unites all joys, whitlior all dreams conveige, — ^ideal love, 
and in particular, artless and happy love. Of all 
sentiments, thei*e is none for which we have more 
sympathy. It is of all the most simple and sweet. 
It is the first motion of the heart, and the first word 
of nature. It is made up of innocence and self-aban- 
donment. It is clear of reflection and effort. It 
extricates us from complicated passion, contempt, regret, 
hate, violent desires. It penetrates us, and we breathe 
it as tlie fresh breath of the morning wind, which has 
swept over llowerj' meads. The knights of this ])eri- 
lous court inhaled it, and were enraptured, and so 
rested in the contrast from their actions and their 
dangers. The most severe and tragic of their poets 
turned aside to meet it, Shakspeare among the evergreen 
oaks of the forest of Arden, ^ Ben Jonson in the woods 
of Sherwood,® amid the wide shady glades, the sliining 
leaves and moist flowers, trembling on the maigin of 
lonely springs. Marlowe himself, the terrible painter 
of the agony of Edward II., the impressive and powerful 
poet, who wrote Faustiis, Tanwrlxmt, and the Jm of 

* Greene’s Poe»w, Melieerius' Eclog%u, p. 4S. ® As you Like it, 

* The Sad Shepherd. Ree also Beaumont and Fletcher, The Faith 
ful Shepherdess. 
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hialia, leav^es his saugiiiuary dramas, his high-sounding 
verae, his images of fury, and nothing ctin be more 
musical and sweet than his song. A shepherd, to gain 
his lady-love, says to her: 

“ Come live witli me and be my Love, 

And wo will' all the pleaBurcs prove 
That hills and valleys, dale and field. 

And all the craggy mountains yield. 

There we will sit upon the rocks. 

And see the shepherds feed their flocks. 

By shallow rivers, to whose falls 
Melodious birds sing madrigals. 

There will I make thee beds of roses 
And a thousand fragnvnt posies, 

.V cap of dowers, and a kirtlc 
Embroider’d all with leaves of myrtle. 

A gown made of the finest wool. 

Which from our pretty lambs we pull. 

Fair lin^d slippers for the cold, 

With buckles of the purest gold. 

.V belt of straw and ivy buds, 

With coral clasps and amber studs : 

And if these pleasures may thee move, 

Come live with me and be my Love. . . , 

The shepherd swains shall dance and sing 
For thy delight each May-moriiing : 

If these delights thy mind may move, 

Then live with me and be my Love” * 

* This poem was, and still is, frequently attributed to Siuikspeare. 
It appears as his in Kniglit’s edition, publislied a few years ago. Isaac 
Walton, however, W'riting about fifty years after Marlowe’s death, 
attributes it to him. In Palgravo’s Golden Treasury it is also ascribed 
to the some author. As a confirmation, let us state that Ithamoie, In 
Marlowe’s Jew of Malta, says to the courtesan (Act iv. Sc. 4) : 

Thou in those groves, by Dis above, 

Shalt live with me, and be my love.” — Ta. 
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The iiu2)olislied gentlemen of the period, retuuning from 
hawking, were more than once arrested hy such rustic 
pictures ; such as they were, that is to say, imaginative 
and not very citizen-like, they had dreamed of figuring 
in them on their own account. But while entering into, 
they reconstructed them ; they reconstnicted them in 
their parks, prepared for Queen Elizabeth's entrance, witli 
a profusion of costumes and devices, not troubling them- 
selves to copy rough nature exactly. Improbability 
did not disturb them ; they were not minute imitators, 
students of manners : they croated ; the country for them 
was but a setting, and the complete pictuife came from 
their fancies and their hearts. Romantic it may have 
been, even impossible, but it was on this account the 
more chanuing. Is there a greater charm than putting 
on one side this actual world which fetters or oppresses 
us, to float vaguely and etisily in the azure and the 
light, oil the summit of the cloud-ctap])ed land of fairies, 
to arrange thing.® according to the pleaf^ure of the 
moment, no longer feeling the oppressi'/e laws, the 
harsh and r^isting framework of life, adorning and 
varying everything after the caprice and the refinements 
of fancy ? Tliat is what is done in these little poems. 
Usually the events are such a.s happen nowhere, or 
liappen in the land where kings turn shepherds and 
marry shepherdesses. The beautiful Aigentile' is de- 
tained at the court of her imcle, who wishes to deprive 
her of her kingdom, and commands her to marry Ouian, 
a boor in his service ; she flees, and Curan in despair 
goes and lives two yeai's among the shepherds. One 
day he meets a beautiful country-woman, and loves hel* ; 

* Chalmers' English Eoets, William Warner, Ecwrih Bookof AWkHn't 
England, oh, xx. p. 661 . 
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graduali}', while spewing to her, he thinks of Ai^entile, 
and weeps ; he d6scribes her sweet face, her lithe figure, 
her blue-veined delicate wrists, and suddenly sees that 
the peasant girl is weeping, She falls into his amis, 
and says, " I am Argentile.” Now Curan was a king’s 
son, wlio had disguised himself thus for love of Aigen- 
tile. He resumes his armour, and defeats the M icked 
king. There never was a braver kniglit; and they 
both reigned long hi Northumberland. Prom a liundred 
such tales, tales of the sjjring-time, the reader will 
perhaps bear with me while 1 pick out one more, gay 
and simple as a May morning. The Princes.^ Ilowsabel 
came down one morning into her father’s garden she 
gathers honeysuckles, primroses, violets, and daisies; 
then, behind a hedge, she heal’d a shepherd singing, 
and that so finely that she loved him at once. He 
promises to be faithful, and asks for a kiss Her cheeks 
became as crimson as a I’ose : 

‘ With that she liont her snow white knee. 

Down by the shepherd kneeled she, 

And liira she sweetly kiss’d. 

With that the shepherd whoop’d for joy ; 

Quoth he : ‘ There’s never shepherd’s boy 
That ever was so blest.’ ” ^ 

Nothing more; is it not enough ? It is hut a moment’s 
fancy ; but tliey bad such fancies every moment. 
niHik what poetry was likely to spring from them, 
liow superior to common events, ho\r free from literal 
imitation, how smitten with ideal be^auty, Iiow capable 
of creating a world lieyond our sad world. In fact, 
among all these poems there is one tnily divine, so 

* (Maimm' EnglUit, PoeUt M. Drayton's Fourth JSeloguOt iv. p. 4SS. 
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divine that tlie reasouera of succeeding ages Ime found 
it wearisome, that even now but few un/ieratand it — 
Spejiser’s Fa4i‘w Queene. 

One day Monsieur Joiirdain, having turned Mama- 
inouchi^ and learned orthogmphy, sent for the most 
illustrious writers of the age. He settled himself in 
liis arm-diair, pointed with his finger at several folding- 
stools for them to sit down, and said : 

“ 1 have read yoiir little lu'oductions, geiitlouieii. They have 
afforded me much pleasure. 1 wish to give you some work to 
do. I have given some lately to little Lulli,' your fellow- 
labourer. It Wiis at my command that ho introduced the sea- 
sliell at his concerts, — a melodious instrument, which no one 
thought of l^efore, and which has such a pleasing effect. I insist 
that you will work out my ideas as ho has worked them out, and 
C give you an ordei’ for a poem in prose. What is not prose, you 
know, is verse ; and what is not vei-se, is prose. When I say, 

‘ Nicolle, bring me my slippera and give me my iiighhuip,’ I speak 
pi-ose. Take this sentence as your model. This style is much 
more pleasing than the jargon of unfinished lines wliicb you call 
verse. As for the subject, let it be nu self. You will describe 
my flowered dre^iilg-gowii which I have put on to leceive you 
ill, and this little green velvet undress which I wear undemeatli, 
to do my morning exercise in. You will set down that this 
chintz costs a louis an ell. The description, if well worked out 
will furnish some vei-y pretty paragraplis, and will enlighten the 
public^ as to the cost of things. I desire also that you should 
speak of my mirrors, iny carpets, my hangings. My tradesmen 
will let you have their bills ; don’t fail to put them in. I shall 
be glad to road in your works, aU fully and iiatui-ally set forth, 
about my father’s shop, who, like a real gentleman, sold cloth to 

^ Mona Jourdaiu is the hero of Molitro’s comedy, Le Bourge&U 
OmtUhoHMM^ the tyi>e of n vulgar and successful upstart ; Mamamouchi 
is a mock title.— T b. 

* liulli, a celebrated Italian composisr of the time of Moliire.— T b. 
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oblige his friends ; my onaid Nicolle’s kitchen, the genteel be- 
hsnour of Briisquet, the little dog of my neighbour M. Dimauche. 
You might also explain my domestic affairs : there is nothing 
more interesting to the public than to hear hoyr a million may 
be scraped together. Tell them also that my daughter Lucile 
has not married that little rascal Cldonte, but M. Samuel Bernard, 
who made his fortune as a fermier-gihSml, keeps his carriage and 
is going to be a minister of state. For this I wUl pay you liber- 
ally, half-a-louis fur a yard of writing. Come back in a month, 
and- let me see what my ideas have suggested to you.” 

We are the desceudaiits of M. Jourdain, and this is 
how we have been talking to the men of genius from 
the beginning of the century, and the men of genius 
have listened to us. Hence arise our shoppy and 
realistic novels. I pmy the reader to forget them, to 
forget himself, to become for a while a poet, a gentle- 
man, a man of the sixteenth century. Unless we bury 
the M. Jourdain who suiwives in us, we shall never 
understand Spenser. 


VI. 

Spenser belonged to an ancient family, allied to 
great houses ; was a friend of Sidney and Raleigh, the 
two most accomplished knights of the age — a knight 
himself, at least in heart ; who had found in his con- 
nections, his friendships, liis studies, his life, everything 
calculated to lead him to ideal poetry. We find him 
at Cambridge, where he imbues himself with the noblest 
ancient philosophies ; in a northern country, where he 
passes through a deep and unfortunate passion; at 
PenidiUTSt, in the castle and in the society where the 
Armdia was produced ; with Sidney, in whom survived 
entire the romantic poetry and heroic generosity of the 
‘ vob I. u 
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feudal spirit; at court, where all the splendours of a 
disciplined and gorgeous chivalry were gathered about 
the throne ; finally, at Kilcolman, on the^ borders of a 
beautiful lake, in a lonely castle, from which the view 
embraced an amphitheatre of mountains, and the hall 
of Ireland. Poor on the other hand,^ not fit for court, 
and tliough favoured by the queen, unable to obtain 
from his patrons anything but inferior employment; 
in the end, wearied of solicitations, and banished to 
his dangerous property in Ireland, whence a rebellion 
expelled him, after his house and child had been burned ; 
he died three montlis later, of misery and a broken 
heart.^ Expectations and rebuffs, many sorrows and 
many dreams, some few joys, and a sudden and fright- 
ful calamity, a small foi'tune and a premature end ; 
this indeed was a poet’s life. But the heart within 
was the true poet — from it all proceeded; circum- 
stances furnished the subject only; he transformed 
them more than they him ; he received less tlian he 
gave. Philosophy and landscapes, ceremonies and 
ornaments, splendours of the country and the courl^ on 
all which he painted or thought, he impressed his 
inward nobleness. Above all, his was a soul captivated 
by sublime and chaste beauty, eminently platonic; one 
of these lofty and refined souls most charming of all, 
who/ born in the lap of nature, draw thence . Hieii 
sustenance, but soar higher, enter tlie regions of mysti- 
cism, and mount instinctively in order to expand on the 
confines of a loftier world. Spenser leads us to Milton, 

* It is very doubtful whether Speuaer was so poor as he is geuenlly 
believed to have been.— Tb. 

* *• He died forwrant of bread, in King Street.” Ben Joneon, 
quoted by Bmtnmond. 
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and thenjie to Puritanism, as Plato to Yiigil, and thence 
to Christianity. Sensuous beauty is perfect in both, 
but their main worship is for moral beauty. He 
appeals to the Muses : 

“ Revele to me the sacred noursery 
Of vertue, which with you doth there remaine, 

Where it in silver bowre does hidden ly 
From view of men and wicked worlds disdaine ! ” 

He encourages his knight when he sees him droop. 
He is wroth when he sees him attacked. He rejoices 
in his justice, temperanc.3, courtesy. He introduces in 
the beginning of a song, long stanzas in honour of 
friendship and justice. He pauses, after relating a 
lovely instance of chastity, to exhort women to modesty. 
He pours out the wealth of his respect and tenderness 
at the feet of his heroines. If any coarse man insults 
them, he calls to their aid nature and the gods. Never 
does he bring them on his stage without adorning their 
name with splendid eulogy. He has an adoration for 
beauty worthy of Dante and Plotinus. And this, 
because he never considers it a mere harmony of colour 
and form, but an emanation of unique, heavenly, im- 
perishable beauty, which no mortal eye can see, and 
which is the masterpiece of the great Author of the 
worlds.^ Bodies only render it visible; it does not 
live in them ; charm and attraction are not in things, 
but in the immortal idea which shines through them : 
For that same goodly hew of white and red, 

With which the cheekes are spriockled, shall decay, 
And those sweete rosy leaves, so fairly spred 
iTpon the lips, shaU fade and fall away 
To that tliey were, even to corrupted clay : 

* Hymna of Low omd BoavJly ; of heaveniy Low mid Boaiody, 
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That golden wyre, those sparckUng stars so bright, 
Shall turne to dust, and lose their goodly light. 

But that faire lampe, from whose celestUdI ray 
That light proceeded, which kindleth lovers fire. 

Shall never be extinguisht nor decay ; 

But, when the vitall spirits doe expyre. 

Upon her native planet shall retyre ; 

For it is heavt'uly borne, and cannot die, 

Being a parcell of the purest skie.” ^ 

In presence of this ideal of beauty, love is transformed : 

“ For Love is lord of Truth and Loialtie, 

Lifting himself out of the lowly dust, 

On golden plumes up to the purest skie. 

Above the reach of loathly sinfull lust, 

Whose base affect through cowardly distnist 
Of his weake wings dare not to heaven fly, 

But like a moldwarpe in the earth doth ly.” ^ 

Love such as this contains all that is good, and fine, 
and noble. It is the prime source of life, and the 
eternal soul of things. It is this love which, pacifying 
the primitive discord, has createt! the harmony of the 
spheres, and maintains this glorious universe. It dwells 
in God, and is God Himself, come down in bodily form 
to regenerate the tottering world and save the human 
race; around and within animated beings, when our 
eyes can pierce outward appearances, we behold it as a 
living light, penetrating and embraciug eveiy creature^ 
We touch here the sublime sharp summit where the 
world of mind and the world of sense unite; where 
man, gathering with both hands the loveliest flowers 
of either, feels himself at the same time a pagan and a 
Christian. 

^ A Hytme in Hcnmr ofBeantHet 1. e2*109. 

* A ffywM ^ Honour Xom, £ i76>lS2. 
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So m^ch, as a testimony to his heart/ But he was 
also a poet, ^ that is, pre-eminently a creator and a 
dreamer, and that most naturally, instinctively, unceas- 
ingly. We might go on for ever describing this inward 
condition of all great artists ; there would still remain 
much to be described. It is a soit of mental growth 
with them ; at every instant a bud slioots forth, and on 
tills another and still anotlier ; each producing, increas- 
ing, blooming of itself, so that after a few moments we 
find first a green plant crop up, then a thicket, then a, 
forest, A character appears to them, then an action, 
then a landscape, then a succession of actions, characters, 
landscapes, producing, completing, an*anging themselves 
by instinctive development, as when in a dream we 
behold a train of figures which, without any outward 
.compulsion, display and group themselves before our 
eyes. This fount of living and changing forms is in- 
exhaustible in Spenser ; he is always imaging ; it is his 
specialty. He has but to close his eyes, and apparitions 
arise ; they abound in him, crowd, overflow ; in vain he 
pours them forth ; they continually float up, more 
copious and more dense. Many times, following the 
inexhaustible stream, 1 have thought of the vapours 
which rise incessantly from the sea, ascend, sparkle, 
commingle their golden and snowy scrolls, while under- 
neath diem new mists arise, and others again beneath, 
and the splendid procession never grows dim or ceases. 

But what distinguishes him from all others is the 
mode of his imagination. Generally with a poet his 
mind ferments vehemently and by fits and starts ; his 
ideas gather, jostle each other, suddenly appear in 
masses and heaps, and burst forth in sharp, piercing, 
coucentrative words; it seems that they need these 
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sudden accumulations to imitate the unity and life-like 
energy of the objects which they reproduce j at least 
almost aU the poets of that time, Shalrspeare at their 
head, act thus. Spenser remains calm in the fervour 
of invention. The visions which would be fever to 
another, leave him at peace. They come and unfold 
themselves before him, easily, entire, uninterrupted, 
without starts. He is epic, that is, a narrator, not a 
singer like an ode-writer, nor a mimic like a play-writer. 
Ho modern is more like Homer. Like Homer and the 
great epic-writers, he only presents consecutive and noble, 
almost classical images, so nearly ideas, that the mind 
seizes them unaided and unawares. like Homer, he is 
always simple and clear ; he makes no leaps, he omits 
no argument, he robs no word of its primitive and 
Oldinary meaning, he preserves the natural sequence of 
ideas. Like Homer again, he is redundant, ingenuous, 
even childish. He says everything, he puts down re- 
flections which we have made beforehand ; he repeats 
without limit his grand ornamental epithets. Wo can 
see that he beholds objects in a beautiful uniform light, 
with inflnite detedl ; that he wishes to show all this 
detail, never fearing to see his happy dream change or 
disappear; that he traces its outline with a regular 
movement, never hurrying or slackening. He is even 
a little prolix, too unmindful of the public, too ready to 
lose himself and dream about the things he beholds. 
His thought expands in vast repeated comparisons, like 
those of the old Ionic poet. If a wounded giant falls, 
he finds him 

“ As an aged tree, 

High growing on the top of rodqr clift, 

Whose hartstrings with keene ete^ nigh hewen be, 
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The piightie trundc halfe rent with ragged rift, 

Doth roll adowne the-roctes, and fall with fearefull drift. 

Or as a castle, reared high and round, 

By subtile engius and molitious slight 
Is undermined from the lowest ground, 

And her foundation forst, and feebled quight, 

At last downe falles ; and with her heaped hight 
Her hastie mine does more heavie make, 

' And yields it selfe unto the victours might : 

Such was this Gyaunt’s fall, that seemd to shake 
The stedfast globe of earth, as it for feare did quake.” ’ 

He develops all the ideas which he handles. All his 
phrases become periods. Instead of compressing, he 
expands. To bear this ample thought and its accom- 
panying train, he requires a long stanza, ever renewed, 
long alternate verses, reiterated rhymes, whose uniform- 
ity and fulness recall the majestic sounds which undulate 
eternally through the woods and the fields. To unfold 
these epic faculties, and to display them in the sublime 
region where his soul is naturally borne, he requires an 
ideal stage, situated beyond the bounds of reality, with 
personages who could hardly exist, and in a world which 
could never be. 

He made many miscellaneous attempts in sonnets, 
el^ies, pastorals, hymns of love, little sparkling word 
pictures;* .they were but essays, incapable for the most 
part of supporting his genius. Yet already his magni- 
ficent imagination appeared in them ; gods, men, 
landscapes, the world which he sets in motion is a 

^ Thu Fa9rie Queme, i. c. 8, st. 22, 23. 

* The ShepharTa ciUmdart AmoratH^ Sonnets^ Ptothakmim, Epir 
thiOmiont MvAopoImM^ VirgU'a Qnat^ The Buiaus of Timet The Team 
•^(he JlfiMM, etc. 
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thousand miles from that in which we live. His She^ 
herd^s Galmdar ^ is a thought-inspiring and tender pas- 
tonl, full of delicate loves, noble sorrows, lofty ideas, 
where' no voice is heard but of thinkers and poets. His 
Visions of Petrarch and Du Bellay are admirable dreams, 
in which palaces, temples of gold, splendid landscapes, 
sparkling rivers, marv^ellous birds, appear in close suc- 
cession as in an Oriental fairy-tale. If he sings a 
" Prothalamion,” he sees two beautiful swans, white as 
snow, who come softly swimming down amidst the 
songs of nymphs and vermeil roses, while the trans- 
parent water kisses their silken feathers, and murmurs 
with joy : 

“ There, in a meadow, by the river's side. 

A fiocke of Nymphes I chaunced to espy, 

All lovely daughters of the Flood thereby. 

With goodly greenish locks, all loose untyde, 

As each had bene a biyde ; 

And each one had a little wicker basket, 

Made of fine twigs, entrayled curiously, 

In which* they gathered flowers to fill their flat^t, 

And with fine fingers cropt full feateously 
The tender stalkes on bye. 

Of every sort, which in that meadow grew, 

They gathered some ; the violet, pallid blew, 

• The little dazie, that at evening closes. 

The virgin lillio, and the primrose trew. 

With store of vermeil roses. 

To deck their bridegroomes posies 
Against the brydale-day, which w'as not long : 

Sweet Themmes 1 runne softly, till I end my song. 


* Pablisbed in 1589 ; dedicated to Philip Sidney. 
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With that I saw two Swannes of goodly hewe 
Come softly swimming downe along the lee ; 

Two fairer birds I yet did never see ; 

The snow, which doth the top of Piiidus strew, 

Did never whiter shew . . . 

Scr purely white they were, 

That even the gentle stream, the which them bare, 
Seem’d fonle to them, and bad his billowes spare 
To wet their silken feathers, least they might 
Soyle their fayre plnmes with water not so fayre, 

And marre their beauties bright, 

That shone as heavens light. 

Against their brydale day, which was not long : 

Sweet Themmes ! runne softly, till I end my song ! ” ^ 

If he bewails the death of Sidney, Sidney becomes a 
shepherd ; he is slain like Adonis ; around him gather 
weeping nymphs : 

“ The gods, which all things see, this same beheld, 

And, pittying this paire of lovers trew. 

Transformed them there lying on the field, 

Into one flowro that is both red and blew : 

It first growes red, and then to blew doth fade. 

Like Astrophel, which thereinto was made. 

And in the midst thereof a star apiieares, 

As fairly formd as any star in skyes : 

Resembling Stella in her freshest yeares, 

Forth darting beames of beautie from her eyes ; 

And all the day it standeth full of deow, 

Which is the teares, that from her eyes did fiow.”^ 

His most genuine sentiments become thus faiiy-like. 
Magic is the mould of his mind, and impresses its shape 


^ l*r<4halamim, 1. ]9>64. 


a 
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on all that he imagines or thinks. Involuiitarily he 
robs objects of their ordinary form. If ,he looks at a 
lardscape, after an instant he sees it quite differently. 
He carries it, unconsciously, into an enchanted land ; 
the azm’e heaven apaikles like a canopy of diamonds, 
meadows are clothed with flowers, a biped population 
flutters in the balmy aii', palaces of jasper shine among 
the trees, radiant ladies appear on carved balconies above 
galleries of emerald. This unconscious toil of mind is 
like the slow crystallisations of nature. A moist twig 
is cast into the bottom of a mine, and is brought out 
again a hoop of diamonds. 

At last he finds a subject which suits him, the 
greatest joy permitted to an artist. He removes his 
epic, from the common ground which, in the hands of 
Homer and Dante, gave expression to a living creed, 
and depicted national heroes. He leads us to the 
summit of fairy-land, soaring above history, on that 
extreme verge where objects vanish and pure idealism 
begins : “ I have undertaken a work,” h^ says, " to 
represent all the moral vertues, assigning to every vertue 
a knight to be the patron and defender of the same ; in 
whose actions and feats of armes and chivedry the 
operations of that vertue, whereof he is the protector, 
are to be expressed, and the vices and unruly appetites 
that oppose themselves against the same, to be beaten 
downe and overcome.” ^ In fact, he gives us an pllegoiy 
as the foundation of his poem, not that he dreams of 
becoming a wit, a preacher of moralities, a propoimder 
of riddles. He does not subordinate image to idea ; he 
is a seer, not a philosopher. They are living men and 

* Words attributed to him by Lodowiek Biyskett, Diaoowm Uff OMi 
Life, ed. 1606, pi 26. 



OHAP. I. 


THE PAGAN RENAISSANCE. 


299 


actions which he sets in motion ; only from time to 
time, in his ^oem, enchanted palaces, a whole train of 
splendid visions trembles and divides like a mist, en> 
abling us to catch a glimpse of the thought which raised 
and arranged it. When in his Garden of Adonis we 
see the countless forms of all living things arranged in 
due order, in close compass, awaiting life, we conceive 
with him the birth of universal love, the ceaseless 
fertility of the great mother, the mysterious swarm of 
creatures which rise in succession from her “ wide wombe 
of the world ” When we see his Knight of tlie Cross 
combating with a horrible woman-serpent in defence of 
his beloved lady Una, we dimly remember that, if we 
search beyond these two figures, we shall find behind one. 
Truth, behind the other. Falsehood. We perceive that 
his characters are not flesh and blood, and that all 
these brilliant phantoms are phantoms, and nothing more. 
We take pleasure in their brilliancy, without believing 
in their substantiality ; we are interested in their doings, 
without troubling ourselves about their misfortunes. 
We know that their tears and cries are not real Our 
emotion is purified and raised. We do not fall into 
gross illusion ; w^ have that gentle feeling of knowing 
ouiselvM to be dreaming. We, like him, are a thousand 
leagues from actual life, beyond the pangs- of painful 
pity, unmixed terror, violent and bitter hatred. We 
entertain only refined sentiments, partly formed, arrested 
at the very moment they were about to affect us with 
too sharp a stroke. They slightly touch us, and we 
find ourselves happy in being extricated from a belief 
which was beginning to be oppressiva 
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What world could furnish materials to so elevated a 
fano)^ ? One only, that of chivalry ; for none is so far 
from the actual. Alone and independent in his castle, 
freed from aU the ties which society, family, toil, 
usually impose on the actions of men, the feudal hero 
had attempted every kind of adventure, but yet he 
bad done less than he imagined ; the boldness of his 
deeds had been exceeded by the madness of his dreams. 
For want of useful employment and an accepted rule, 
his brain had laboured on an unreasoning and impossible 
track, and the urgency of his wearisomeness had in- 
creased beyond measure his craving for excitement 
Under this stimulus his poetry had become a world 
of imagery. Insensibly strange conceptions had grown 
and multiplied in his brains, one over the other, like 
ivy woven round a tree, and the original trunk had 
disappeared beneath their rank growth and their ob- 
struction. The delicate fancies of the old Welsh poetry, 
the grand rujns of the German epics, the marvellous 
splendours of the conquered East, all the recollections 
which four centuries of adventure h^ scattered among 
the minds of men, had become gathered into one great 
dream ; and giants, dwarfs, monsters, the whole medley 
of imaginary creatures, of superhuman exploits and 
splendid follies, were grouped around a unique con- 
ception, exalted and sublime love^ like courtiers pro- 
strated at the feet of their king. It was an ample and 
buoyant subject-matter, from which the great artists 
of the age, Ariosto, Tasso, Cervantes, Babelais, had 
hewn their poems. But they belonged too completely 
to their own time, to admit of their belonging to one 
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which had passed.^ ■ They created a •chivaliy a&esh, 
but it was not genuine. The ingenious Ariosto, an 
ironical epicurean, delights his gaze with it, and grows 
merry over it, like a man of pleasure, a sceptic who 
rejoices doubly in his pleasure, because it is sweet, and 
because it is forbidden. By his side poor Tasso, 
inspired by a fanatical, revived, factitious Catholicism, 
amid the tinsel of an old school of poetry, works on the 
same subject, in sickly fasliion, with great eftbrt and 
scant success. Cervantes, himself a knight, albeit he 
loves chivalry for its nobleness, perceives its folly, and 
crushes it to the ground, with heavy blows, in the 
mishaps of tlie wayside inns. More coarsely, more 
openly, Rabelais, a rude commoner, drowns it with a 
burst of laughter, in his merriment and nastiness. 
Spenser alone takes it seriously and naturally. He is 
on the level of so much nobleness, dignity, reverie. He 
is not yet settled and shut in by that species of exact 
common sense which was to found and cramp tlie whole 
modem civilisation. In his heart he inliabits the 
poetic and shadowy land from which men were daily 
drawing further and further away. He is enamoured 
0^ it, even to its very language ; he revives the old 
words, the expressions of the middle-age, the style 
of Chaucer, especially in tlie ShephsrcPs Calendar. He 
enters straiglitway upon the strangest dreams of the 
old story-tellers, without astonishment, like a man 
who has still stnmger dreams of his own. En- 
chanted castles, monsters and giants, duels in the 
wooda, wandering ladies, all spring up under his hands, 
the medieeval fancy with the mediaeval generosity; 

* Ariteto, 1474-1683. Taaso, 1644-1596. Cervantes, 1647*1616. 

1488*1663. 
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and it just Vecause this world is unreal that it so 
suits his humour. 

Is there in chivalTy sufficient to furnish him with 
matter? That is but one world, and he has another. 
Beyond the valiant men; the glorified images of moral 
virtues, he has the gods, finished models of sensible 
beauty; beyond Christian chivalry he has the pagan 
Olympus; beyond the idea of heroic will which can 
only be satisfied by adventures and lianger, there exists 
calm energy, which, by its own impulse, is in hanuony 
with actual existence. For such a poet one ideal is 
not enough ; beside the beauty of effort he places the 
beauty of happiness ; he couples them, not deliberately 
as a philosopher, nor with the design of a scholar like 
Goethe, but because they are both lovely; and here 
and there, amid armour and passages of arms, he 
distributes satyrs, nymphs, Diana, Venus, like Greek 
statues amid the turrets and lofty trees of an English 
park. There is nothing forced in the union ; the ideal 
epic, like a supeiior heaven, receives and hannonises 
the two worlds ; a beautiful pagan dream carries on a 
beautiful dream of chivaliy ; the link consists in the 
fact that they are both beautiful. At this elevatiqp 
the poet has ceased to observe the differences of races 
and civilisations. He can introduce into his picture 
whatever he will ; his only reason is, “ That suited 
and there could be no better. Under the glossy-leaved 
oaks, by the old trunk so deeply rpoted in the ground, 
he can see two knights cleaving eaoh other, and the next 
instant a company of Fauns who came there to dance. 
The beams of light which have poured down upon the 
velvet moss, the green turf of an English forest, can 
reveal the dishevelled locks and white shoulders of 
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nymphs. Do we not see it in Rubens ? And what 
signify discrepancies ‘ in the happy and sublime illu- 
sion of fancy’? Are there more discrepancies ? Who 
perceives them, who feels them ? Who does not feel, 
on the contrary, that to speak the truth, there is but 
one world, that of Plato and the poets; that actual 
phenomena ai'e but outlines — mutilated, incomplete and 
blurred outlines — wretched abortions scattei’ed here and 
there on Time’s track, like fragments of clay, half 
moulded, then cast aside, lying in an artist’s studio; 
that, after all, invisible forces and ideas, which for ever 
renew the actual existences, attain their fulfilment only 
in imaginary existences ; and that the poet, in order to 
express nature in its entirety, is obliged to embrace in 
his sympathy all the ideal forms by which nature reveals 
itself? Tills is the gi’eatness of his work; he has suc- 
ceeded in seizing beauty in its fulness, because he cored 
for nothing but beauty. 

The reader will feel that it is impossible to give in full 
the plot of such a poem. In fact, there are six poems, 
each of a dozen cantos, in which the action is ever diverg- 
ing and converging again, becoming confused and starting 
again ; and all tlie imaginings of antiquitv and of the 
rmddle-age are, 1 believe, combined in. it. The knight 
" pricks along the plaine,” among the trees, and at a 
crossing of the paths meets other knights with whom 
he engages in combat ; suddenly from within a cave 
appears a monster, half woman and half serpent, sur- 
rounded by a hideous offspring ; further on a giant, with 
three bodies ; then a dragon, great as a hill, witli sharp 
talons and vast wings. For three days he fights him, 
and twice overthrown, he comes to himself only by aid 
of " a gracious Ointment.” After that there are savage 
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tribes to be conquei'ed, castles sun'ouiided by flames to 
be taken. Meanwhile ladies are wandering in the 
midst of forests, on white palfreys, exposed to the 
assaults of miscreants, now guarded by a lion which 
follows them, now delivered by a band of satyrs who 
adore them. Magicians work manifold clianns ; palaces 
display their festivities; tilt-yni-ds provide endless 
tournaments; sea-gods, nymphs, fairies, kings, inter- 
mingle in these feasts, surprises, dangers. 

Yfm will say it is a phantasmagoria What matter, 
if we see it? An<l we do see it, for Spenser does. 
His sincerity communicates itself to us. He is so much 
at home in this world, that we end by finding ourselves 
at home in it too. He shows no appearance of aston- 
ishment at astonishing events ; he comes upon them so 
naturally, that he makes them natural ; he defeats the 
miscreants, as if he had done nothing else all his life. 
Venus, Diana, and the old deities, dwell at his gate and 
enter his threshold without his taking any heed of them. 
His serenity becomes ours. We grow credulous and 
happy by contagion, and to the same extent a s he. How 
could it be otherwise ? Is it possible to refuse credence 
to a man who paints things for us with such accurate 
details and in such lively colours ? Here with a dash 
of his pen he describes a forest for you ; and are you 
not instantly in it with him ? Beech trees with their 
silve'ry stems, “loftie trees iclad with sommers pride, 
did spred so broad, that heavens light did hide ; '* rays 
of light tremble on the bark and shine on the ground, 
on the reddening ferns and low bushes, which, suddenly 
smitten with the luminous track, g^sten and glimmer. . 
Footsteps are scarcely heard on the thick beds of heaped 
leaves; and at distant intervals, on the tall herbage^ 
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drops of are sparkling. Yet the sound of a horn 
reaches us through the foliage ; how sweetly yet cheer- 
fully it falls on the ear, amidst this vast silence ! It 
resounds more loudly ; the clatter of a huut dmws near ; 
“ eft through the tliicke they lieaiil one rudely rush ; " 
a nymph approaches, the most chaste and beautiful in 
the world. Spenser sees her; nay more, he kneels 
before her: 

“ Her face so faire, as flesh it seemed not, 

But hevenly pourtraict of bright angels hew, 

Olcare os the skye, withoutcn blame or blot, 

Through goodly mixture of complexions dew ; 

And in her cheekes tho vermeill red did show 
Like roses in a bed of lillien shed, 

The which ambrosiall odours fium them throw, 

And gazers sence with double pleasure fed, 

Hable to heale the sicke and to revive the dod. 

In her faire eyes two living lamps did flame, 

Kindled above at th’ Hevenly Makers light, 

And darted fyrie beam^ out of the same ; 

So passing persant, and so wondrous bright, 

That quite bereav’d the insh beholders sight 
In them the blinde<l god his Imtfull fyro 
To kindle oft assayd, but had no might ; 

For, with dredd maiestie and awfull yre, 

She broke his wanton darts, and quenched bace desyre. 

Her yvorie forhead, full of bouutie brave, 

Like a broad table did itselfe dispred, 

For Love his lofbie trinmphes to engrave. 

And write ttie battailes of his great godhed : 

All good and honour might therdn be red ; 

For there their dwelling was. And, when she spah^ 

Sweete wordes, like dropping honny, she did shed ; 

VOL L X 



306 


THE RENAISSANOE. 


BOOK TI. 


And *tvut the perles and rubins softly brake 
A silver sound, that heavenly musicke seemd to make. 

i 

Upon* her eydids many Graces sate, 

Under the shadow of her even browes, 

Working belgardes and amorous retrate ; 

And everie one her with a grace endowes. 

And everie one wiih meekenesse to her bowes : 

So glorious mirrhour of celestiall grace, 

And soveraine monimeut of mortall vowes. 

How shall frayle pen deacrive her heavenly face. 

For feare, through want of skill, her beauty to disgraoe ! 

So faire, and thousand thousand times more faire, 

She seemd, when she presented was to sight ; 

And was yclad, for heat of scorching aire, 

AU in a silken Camus lilly whight, 

Purfled upon with many a folded plight, 

Which all above besprinckled was throughout 
With golden aygulets, that glistred bright, 

Like twinckling starres ; and all the skirt about 
Was hemd with golden Mnge. 

Below he^ ham her weed did somewhat trayne. 

And her streight legs most bravely were embayld 
In gilden buskins of costly cordwdyne, 

All bard with gdden bendes, which were entayld 
With curious antickes, and full fayre aumayld : 

« Before, they iastned were under her knee 
In a rich iewell, and therein entrayld 
The ends of all the knots, that none might see 
How they within their fouldings dose enwrapped bee. 

Like two faire marble pillours they were seene, 

Which doe the temple of the gods support, 

Whom cdl the people decke with girbuids greene, 

And honour in thdr fesrivall resort i 
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ThosaBame with stately grace and princely port 
She taught to tread, when she herselfe would grace; 
But with the woody nymphes when she did play, 

Or when the flying libbard she did chace, 

She could them nimbly move, and after fly apace. 

And in her hand a sharpe bore-speare she held, 

And at her backe a bow and quiver gay, 

Stuft with steel-headed dartes wherewith she queld 
The salvage beastes in her victorious play. 

Knit with a golden bauldricke which forelay 
Athwart her snowy brest, and did divide 
Her daintie paps ; which, like young fruit in May, 
Now little gan to swell, and being tide 
Through her thin weed their places only signifide. 

Her yellow lockes, crisped like golden wyre. 

About her shoulders weren loosely shed, 

And, when the winde emonpt them did inspyre. 

They waved like a penon wyde dispred 
And low behinde her backe were scattered ; 

And, whether art it were or heedlesse hap, 

As through the flouring forrest rash she fled, 

In her rude heares sweet flowres themselves did lap, 
And flourishing fresh leaves and blossomes did enwrap. 

** The daintie rose, the daughter of her mome, 

More deare than life she tendered, whose flowre 
The girlond of her honour did adome ; 

Ne sufibred she the iniddayes scorching powre. 

Ne the sharp noi-theme wind thereon to showre ; 

But lapped up her silken leaves most chayre, 

Whenso the froward skye began to lowre ; 

But, soone as calmed was the cristall ayre. 

She did it &yre dispred, and let to florish rayre.”* 

' The FaJMe ii. c! 8, st. 22-80. 

3 iii. a 6 , St 61. 
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He is on his knees before her, T repeat, as a, child on 
Corpus Christi day, among flowers and perfumes, trans- 
ported with admii^tion, so that he sees a heavenly light 
in her eyes, and angcFs tints on her cheeks, even 
impressing into her seiwice Christian angels and pagan 
graces to adorn and wait upon her ; it is love which 
brings such visions before him ; 

Sweet lore, that doth his golden wings embay 
In blessed nectar and pure pleasures well.” 

Whence this perfect beauty, this modest and charm- 
ing dawn, in which he assembles all the brightness, all 
the sweetness, all the virgin graces of the full morning ? 
What mother begat her, what marvellous birth brought 
to light such a wonder of grace and purity ? One day, 
in a sparkling, solitary fountain, where the sunbeams 
shone, Chrysogone was batliing with roses and violets. 

It w as upon a sommers shinie day, 

When Titan fairs his beam^ did display, 

In a fresh fountaine, far irom all mens vr/ , ' 

She bath’d her brest the boyling heat i’ allay ; 

She bath’d with roses red and violets blew, 

And all the sweetest fiowera that in the forrest grew. 

Till faint through yrk^me wearines adowne 
Upon the grassy ground hersclfe she layd 
To sleepe, the whiles a gentle slombring swowue 
Upon her fell all naked bare displayd.” ' 

The beams playecji upon her body, and “ fmctifled ” her. 
The months rolled on. Troubled and ashamed, she 
went into the " wildemesse,” and sat dqwn, " .every 
sence with soitow sore opprest.” Meanwhile Yennst 

» The FtOrie Queene, ui c. at 6 and 7. 
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searching for her boy Cupid, who had mutinied and fled 
from her, “ wandered in the world.” She had sought 
him in courts, cities, cottages, promising kisses sweet, 
and sweeter things, unto the man that of him tydings 
to her brings.” 

“ Shortly unto the wastefull woods she came, 

Whei-eas she found the goddesse (Diana) with her crew, 
After late chace of their embrowed ganie, 

„ Sitting beside a fmiiitaine in a rew ; 

Some of them washing with the liquid dew 
From off their dainty limbs the dusty sweat 
And soyle, which did deforme their lively hew , 

Others lay shaded from the scorching heat 
The rest upon her person gave attendance great. 

She, having hong upon a bough on higli 
Her bow and painted quiver, had uulaste 
Her silver buskins from her nimble thigh. 

And her lanck loynes ungirt, and brests unbraste, 

After her heat the breathing cold to taste ; 

Her golden lockes, that late in tresses bright 
Erabreaded were for hindring of her haste, 

Now loose about her shoulders hong undight, 

And were with sweet Ambrosia all besprinckled light." ^ 

Diana, surprised thus, repulses Veuus, " ami gan to smile, 
in scome of her vaine playntj” swearing that if she 
should catch Cupid, she would clip his wanton wings. 
Then she took pity on the afflicted goddess, and set 
herself with her to look for the fugitive. They came 
to the " shady covert ” where Chrysogone, in her sleep, 
had given birth “ unawares” to two lovely girls, “as faire 
as springing day.” Diana took one, and made her the 
pu^t of aU/viigins. Venus carried off the other to the 
* Tkt QuMnet iii o. 6, st. 17 and 18. 
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Garden of Adonis, " the first seminary of all th^gs, that 
are home to live and dye ; ” whei’e Psyche, the bride 
of Tx)ve, disports herself ; where Pleasure, ^eir daughter, 
wantdhs with the Graces ; where Adonis, " lapped in 
flowres and pretious spycery,” " liveth in eternal bliss,” 
and came back to life through the breath of immortal 
Love. She brought her up as her daughter, selected her 
to be the most faithful of loves, and after long trials^ 
gave her hand to the good knight Sir Scudamora 
That is the kind of thing we meet with in the won* 
drous forest. Are you ill at ease there, and do you wish 
to leave it because it is wondrous ? At every bend in 
the alley, at every change of the light, a stanza, a word, 
reveals a landscape or an apparition. It is morning, 
the white dawn gleams faintly through the trees; 
bluish vapours veil the horizon, and vanish in the 
smiling air; the springs tremble and murmur faintly 
amongst the mosses, and on high the poplar leaves 
begin to stir and flutter like the wings of butterflies. 
A knight alights from his horse, a valiant knight, who 
has unhorsed many a Saracen, and experienced many 
an adventure.* He unlaces his helmet, and on a sudden 
you perceive tlie cheeks of a young girl ; 

Which doft, her golden lockes, that were upbound 
Still in a knot, unto her heelea downe traced, 

And like a silken veile in compasse round 
About her backe and all her bodie wound ; 

Like as the shining skie in summers night. 

What time the dayes with scorching heat abound, 

Is creasted all with lines of firie light, 

That it prodigious seemes in common peonjlas sight.”^ 

It is Britomart, a virgin and a heroine, like Cloiinda 
* Tht FaMrU it. a 13. 
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or Marfisa,^ but how much more ideal! Tlie deep 
sentiment of. nature, the sincerity of reverie, the ever- 
flowing fertility of inspiration, the German seriousness^ 
reanimate in this poem classical or chivalrous concep- 
tions, even when they are the oldest or the most trite. 
The train of splendours and of scenery never ends 
Desolate promontories, cleft with gaping chasms ; thun- 
der-stricken and blackened masses of racks, against 
which the hoarse breakers dash ; palaces sparkling with 
gold, ' wherein ladies, beauteous as angels, reclining 
carelessly on purple cushions, listen with sweet smiles 
to the harmony of music played by unseen hands; 
lofty silent walks, where avenues of oaks spread their 
motionless shadows over clusters of virgin violets, and 
turf which never mortal foot has trod; — to all these 
beauties of art and nature he adds the marvels of 
mythology, and describes them with as much of love 
and sincerity as a painter of the Kenaissance or an 
ancient poet. Here approach on chariots of shell, 
Oymoent and her nymphs ; 

“ A teme of dolphins raunged iu aray . 

Drew the smooth charett of sad Qymoent ; 

They were all taught by Triton to obay 
To the long raynes at her commaundement : 

As swifte as swallowes on the waves they went, 

That their brode flaggy finnes no fome did reare, 

Ne bubling rowndell they behinde them sent ; 

The rest, of other fishes drawen weare ; 

Which with their finny oars the swelling sea did sheare.” ^ 

1 Cdorinda, the heroine of the infidel army in Tasso’s epic poem 
J 0 ruaaim Ddivmd ; Marfisa, an Indian Qneen, who figures in Ariosto’s 
OrUmSlKi AWiMO, and also in Boyanlo’s Orlando /nnamorate. —T r. 

' Tht FaMrio Qtuone, iii. o. 4, st 33. 
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Nothing, again, can be sweeter or calmer Ahan the 
description of the palace of Moi*pheus : . 

He, making speedy way through spersed ayre, 

And through the world of waters wide and deepe, 

To Morpheus house doth hastily repaire. 

Amid the bowels of the earth full steepe, 

And low, where da’viiing day doth never peepe 
His dwelling is; there Tethys liis wet bed 
Doth ever wash, and Cynthia still doth steepe 
In silver deaw his ever-dronping hed. 

Whiles sad Night over him her mantle black doth spred. 
And, more to lulle him in his slumber soft, 

A trickling streame from high rock tumbling downe 
And ever-drizzling raine uijon the loft, 

Mixt with a murmuring winde, much like the sowne 
Of swarmiug bees, did cast him in a swowne. 

No other noysc, iior peoples troublous cryes. 

As still are wont t' annoy the walled towne, 

Might there be heard : but careless Quiet lyes, 

Wrapt in eternall silence farre from eniinyes.” ’ 

Observe also in a corner of this forest, a band of satyrs 
dancing under* the green leaves. ^ They come leaping 
like wanton kids, as gay as birds of joyous spring. 
The fair Hellenore, whom they have chosen for " May* 
lady,” "daunst lively” also, laughing, and "with gir- 
londs.all hespredd.” The wood rs-echoes the sound of 
their “ merry pypes,” " Tlieir homed feet the greene 
gras wore.” "All day they daunced with great 
lustyhedd,” with sudden motions and alluring looks, 
w^iile about them their flock feed on " the bronzes " at 
theii pleasure.^ In every book we see strange processions 
pass hy^ all^orical and picturesque shows, like those 
^ The Faint Qomt, i c. 1, st 89 and 41. * IM, iU, o. 10, at. 4$^4& 
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which were then displayed at the courts of princes; 
now a masquerade of Gupid, now of the Rivers, now of 
the Months, now of the Vices. Imagination was never 
more prodigal or inventive. Pi'Oiid Lucifera advances 
in a chai’iot " adorued all with gold and girlonds gay,” 
beaming like the dawn, surrounded by a crowd of cour- 
tiers whom she dazzles with her glory and splendour : 
“six unequall beasts” draw her along, and each of 
these is ridden by a Vice. Idleness "upon a sloutlifiiH 
asse ... in habit blacke . . . like to an holy monck,” 
sick for very laziness, lets his heavy head droop, and 
liolds in his liand a breviary which he does not read ; 
gluttony, on “a filthie swyne,” crawls by in his 
deformity, “ his belly . . . upblowne with luxury, and 
eke with fainesse swollen were his eyne; and like a 
crane his uecke was long and fyne,” drest in vine-leaves, 
through which one can see his body oaten by ulcers, 
and vomiting along the road the wine and flesh with 
which he is glutted. Avarice seated between “ two iron 
coffers,” “ upon a camell loaden all with gold,” is hand- 
ling a heap of coin, with thread-bare coat, hollow cheeks, 
and feet stiff with gout. Envy “ upon a ravenous wolfs 
still did chaw betw'een liis cankred teeth a venomous 
tode, that all the poison ran about his chaw,” and his 
discoloured garment “ ypainted full of eies,”. conceals a 
snake wound about his body. Wrath, covered with a 
tom and bloody mbe, comes riding on a lion, brandish- 
ing about his head "a burning brond,” his eyes sparkling, 
h^ lace pale as ashes, grasping in his feverish hand the 
haft of his dagger. The strange and terrible procession 
passes oil, led by the solemn harmony of the stanzas ; 
and the grand music of oft repeated rhymes sustains the 
imaginstipn in this fantastic world, which, with its 
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mingled horrors and splendours, has just been opened 
to its 'flight. 

Yet all this is little. However much mythology 
and chivalry can supply, they do not suffice for the 
needs of this poetical fancy. Spenser's characteristic 
is the vastness and overflow of his picturesque invention. 
Like Rubens, whate^fT he creates is beyond the region 
of all traditions, but complete in all parts, and exprasses 
distinct ideas. As with Rubens, his allegory swells 
its proportions beyond all rule, and withdrawn fancy 
from all law, except in so far as it is necessary to 
harmonise forms and colours. For, if ordinary minds 
receive from allegory a certain weight which oppresses 
them, lofty imaginations receive from it wings which 
carry them aloft. Freed by it from the common 
conditions of life, they can dare all things, beyond 
imitation, apart from probability, with no other guides 
but tlieir inborn energy and their shadowy instincts. 
For three days Sir Giiyon is led by the cursed spirit, 
the tempter Mammon, in the subterranean rerdm, across 
wonderful gardens, trees laden with golden fruits, glit- 
tering palaces, and a confusion of all worldly treasures. 
They have descended into the bowels of the earth, and 
pass through caverns, unknown abysses, silent depths. 
"An ugly Feend . . . with monstrous stalke behind 
him slept,” without Guyon’s knowledge, ready to devour 
him on the least show of covetousness. The brilliancy 
of the gold Rghts up hideous figures, and the beaming 
metal shines with a beauty more seductive in the 
gloom of the infernal prison. 

“ That Houses forme within was rude and strong, 

Lyke an huge cave hewne out of rocky difte^ 

From whose rough vaut the ragged lM^hes hong 
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Embo^ with massy gold of glorious guifte, 

And with rij;h metall loaded every rifte, 

That heavy mine they did seome to threatt ; 

And over them Arachne high did lifte 
Her cunning web, and spred her subtile nett, 

Enwrapped in fowle smoke and clouds more black than iett. 

Both roofe, and floors, and walls, were all of gold. 

But overgrowiie with dust and old decay. 

And hid in darknes,' that none could behold 
The hew thereof ; for vew of cherefull day 
Did never in that House itselfe display, 

But a faint shadow of uncertain light ; 

Such as a lamp, whose life does fade away ; 

Or as the moone, cloathed with dowdy night, 

Does show to him that walkes in feare and sad afih'ight. 

In all that rowme was nothing to be seene 
But huge great yron chests and cofiers strong. 

All bard with double bends, that none could wecne 
Them to enforce by violence or wrong ; 

On every side they placed were along. 

But all the grownd with sculs was scattered 

And dead mens bones, which round about wero flong ; 

Whose lives, it seemed, whilome there were shed, 

And their vile carcases now left unburied. . . . 

Thence, forward he him ledd and shortly brought 
Unto another rowme, whose dore forthright 
To him did open as it had beene taught : 

Therein an hundred rannges weren pight. 

And hundred foumaces all burning bright ; 

By every foumace many Feends did byde, 

Deformed creatures, horrible in sight ; 

And every Feend his busie paines applyde 
To melt the golden metall, ready to be tiyde. 
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One with great bellowes gaUiered filling ayre, - 
And with forst wind the fewell did inflame ; 

Another did the dying bronds repayre 
With^yrou tongs, and sprinckled ofte the. same 
With liquid waves, fiei-s Vulcans rage to tame. 

Who, luaystring them, rencwd his former heat : 

Some scumd the drosse that from the metall came ; 

Some stird the molten jwro with ladles great : 

And every one did swiucke, and every one did sweat . . 

He brought him, through a dorksom narrow strayt, 

To a broad gate all built of beaten gold : 

The gate was open ; but therein did wayt 
A sturdie Villein, stryding stiffe and bold, 

As if the Highest God defy he would : 

In his right hand an yron club he hold, 

But he himselfe was all of golden mould, 

Yet had both life and sence, and well could >veld 
That cui'sed weapon, when his cruell foes ho queld . . , 

He brought him in. The rowme was large and wyde, 

As it some gyeld or solemne temple wearc ; 

Many great golden pillours did upbeace 
The massy rooft, and riches huge sustayne ; 

And every pillour docked was fiill deare 
With crownes, and diademes, and titles vaiue, 

Which ihortall princes wore whiles they on earth did rayna 

A i-oute of people there assembled were. 

Of every sort and nation under skye, 

Which with great uprore preaced to draw nere 
To th’ upper part, where was advauiicetl bye 
A stately siege of soveraine maiestye ; 

And thereon satt a Woman gorgeous gay, 

And richly cladd in robes ofroyaltye. 

That never earthly prince in such tatty 

His glory did enhaonoe, and pompous piyde display . , • 
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. There, as in glistring glory she did sitt, 

She held a great gold choine ylincked well, 

Whose upper end to highest heven ^vas knitt. 

And lower part did reach to lowest hell.” ’ 

m No artist’s dream matches these visions : the glow of 
the furnaces beneath the vaults Of the caveru, the lights 
flickering over the crowded figures, the tlirone, and the 
strange glitter of the gold sliining in every direction 
through the darkness. The allegory assumes gigantic 
proportions. Wlieii tlie object is to show temperance 
sti’uggling with temptations, Spenser deems it necessary 
to mass all the temptations together. He is troating 
of a gencml virtue ; and as such a virtue is capable of 
every sort of resistance, he requires from it every sort 
of resistance alike ; — after the test of gold, that of 
pleasure. Thus the giiindest and the most oxquisite 
spectacles follow and are contrasted with each other, and 
all are supeniatural ; the giticeful and the terrible are 
side by side, — the happy gardens close by with tlie 
cursed subterranean caveru. 

“ No gate, but like one, being goodly dight 
With bowes and braunches, which did broa^l dilate 
Their clasping annes in wanton wreathings intricate : 

*So fashioned a porch with rare device, 

Archt over head with an embracing vine, 

Whose boimches hanging dowue seemed to entice 
All passers-by to taste their lushioiis wine. 

And did themselves into their hands incline, 

As freely offering to be gathered ; 

Some deepe empurpled as the hyacine, 

Some as the rubine laughing sweetely red. 

Some like faire emeraudes, not yet well ripened . , . 

« ^ Xht FaMrie Qiteene, ii. o. 7, st. 28*46. 
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And in the midst of all a fountaine stood, 

Of richest substance that on earth might bee, 

So pure and shiny that the silver flood 
Through every channell running one might see ; 

Most goodly it with curious ymagerce 
Was over-wrought, and shapes of naked boyes, 

Of which some seemed with lively iollitee 
To fly about, playing their wanton toyes, 

Whylest othera did themselves embay in liquid ioyes. 

And over all of purest gold was spred 
A trayle of yvie in his native hew ; 

For the rich metall was so coloured, 

That wight, who did not well avis’d it vew, 

Would surely deeme it to bee yvie trew ; 

Low his lascivious armes adown did creepe, 

That themselves dipping in the silver dew 
Their fleecy flowres they fearfully did steepe, 

Which drops of christall seemd for wantones to weep. 

Infinit strcaines continually did well 
Out of this fountaine, sweet and faire to see, 

The which into an ample laver fell. 

And shortly grew to so great quantitie, 

That like a little lake it seemd to bee j 
Whose depth exceeded not three cubits bight, 

That through the waves one might the bottom see, « 
All pav’d beneath with jaspar shining bright, 

That semnd the fountaine in that sea did sayle upright , . . 

The ioyous biides, shroud^ in chearefull shade, 

Their notes unto the voice attempred sweet ; 

Th’ angelicali soft trembling voyces made 
To th’ instruments divine I'espondmice meet ; 

The silver-sounding instruments did meet 
With the base murmur of the waters fall ; 

The waters fall with difibrence disereet^ 
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Now Boft, now loud, unto the wind did call ; 

The gentle warbling wind low answered to all. . . . 

Upon a bed of roses she was layd, 

As faint through heat, or dight to pleasant sin ; 

And was arayd, or mther disarayd, 

All in a vele of silke and silver thin, 

That hid no whit her alabaster skin, 

But rather shewd more white, if more might bee : 

More subtile web Arachne cannot spin ; 

Nor the fine nets, which ofb we woven see 
Of scorched deaw, do not in th* ayre more lightly flee. 

Her snowy brest was bare to ready spoyle 
Of hungry eies, which n’ ote therewith be fild ; 

And yet, through languour of her late sweet toyle, 

Few drops, more cleare then nectai*, forth distild, 

That like jmre orient perles adowne it trild ; 

And her faire eyes, sweet smyling in delight, 

Moysteiied their fierie beanies, with which she thrild 

Froile harts, yet quenched not, like starry lights 

Which sparckling on the silent waves, does secine more bnght.” * 

Do we find here nothing but fairy land? Yes; 
here ai'e finished pictures true and complete, composed 
with a painter’s feeling, with clioice of tints and out- 
lines ; our eyes are delighted by them. This reclining 
Acrasia has the pose of a goddess, or of one of Titian’s 
courtesans. An Italian artist might copy these gardens, 
these flowing waters, these sculptured loves, those 
wreaths of creeping ivy thick with glossy leaves and 
fleecy flowers. Just before, in the infernal depths, 
the lights, with their long streaming rays, were fine, 
half-smothered by the darkness ; the lofty tlirone in the 
vast hall, between the pillars, in the midst of a swarm- 

* Th» Fatrie Quune, ii. c. 12f st. 63*78. 
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ing multitude, connected all the forms around it. by draw- 
ing all looks towards one centre. The poet, here and 
thiDughout, is a colourist and an architect. However 
fantastic his world may be, it is not factitious; if it 
does not exist, it might have been ; indeed, it should 
have been ; it is the fault of circumstances if they do 
not so group themselves as to bring it to pass ; taken by 
itself, it possesses that internal harmony by which a 
real thing, even a still higher harmony, exists, inasmuch 
os, without any regard to raal things, it is altogether, and 
in its least detail, constructed with a view to beauty. 
Art has made its appearance : this is the great charac- 
teristic of the age, which distinguishes the FaMr-ie Que&nt 
from all similar talcs heaped up by the middle-age. 
Incoherent, mutilated, they lie like nibbish, or rough- 
hewn stones, which the weak hands of the trouv^res 
could not build into a monument. At last the poets 
and artists appear, and with them the conception of 
beauty, to >yit, the idea of general effect They undei>* 
stand proportions, relations, contrasts ; tliev compose. 
In their hand^ the blurred vague sketch becomes defined, 
complete, separate; U assumes colour — is made a 
picture. Every object thus conceived and imaged ac- 
quires a definite existence as soon as it assumes a true 
form ; centuries after, it will be acknowledged and ad- 
mired, and men will be touchetl by it ; and more, they 
will be touched by its author ; for, besides the object 
which he paints, tlie poet paints himself. His ruling 
idea is stamped upon the work which it produces and 
controls. Spenser is superior to his subject, compre- 
hends it fully, frames it with a view to its end, in' order 
to impress upon it the proper mark of his soul and his 
genius. Each story is modulated wi& respect to another, 
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and all with respect -to a certain effect which is being 
worked out. Thus a beauty issues from this harmony, 
— tlie beauty in the poet’s heart, — which his whole 
work strives to express; a noble and yet a cheerful 
beauty, made up of moral elevation and sensuous se> 
ductions, English in sentiment, Italian in externals, 
chivalric in subject, modem in its perfection, representing 
a unique and wonderful epoch, the appearance of pagan- 
ism. in a Christian race, and the worship of form by an 
imagination of the Nortli. 

§3. Prose. 

I. 

Such an epoch can scarcely- last, and the poetic 
vitality weai’s itself out by its very efflorescence, so 
that its expansion leads to its decline. From the be- 
ginning of the seventeenth century, the subsidence of 
manners and genius grows apparent. Enthusiasm and 
respect decline. The minions and court-fops intrigue 
and pilfer, amid pedantry, puerility, and show. The 
court plunders, and the nation munnurs. The Commons 
begin to show a stem front, and tHe king, scolding them 
like a schoolmaster, gives way before them like a little 
boy. This sorry monarch (James I.) suffers himself to 
be bullied by his favourites, writes to them like a gossip, 
cfdls himself a Solomon, airs his literary vanity, and in 
granting an audience to a courtier, recommends him to 
become a scholar, and expects to be complimented on 
liis own scholarly attainments. The dignity of the 
government is weakened, and the people’s loyalty is 
cooled. Royalty declines, and revolution is fostered. 
At thp some time, the noble chivalric paganism degen- 

TOL. I. Y 
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erates into a base and coarse sensutJity. The, king, we 
are told, on one occasion, had got so dmnk with his 
ro} al brother Christian of Denmark, that they both 
had to be carried to bed. Sir John Harrington 
says : 

“ The ladies abandon their sobriety, and are seen to roll about 
In intoxication. . . . T)io Lady who did play the Queen’s part 
(in the Masque of the Queen of Sheba) did carry most precious gifts 
to both their Mi\jestics ; but, forgetting the steppes arising to 
the canopy, overset her caskets into his Danish Majesties lap, 
and fell at his feet, tho I rather think it was in his face. Much 
was the hurry and confusion ; cloths and napkins were at hand, 
to make all clean. His Majesty then got up and would dance 
with the Queen of Sheba; but he fell down and humbled 
himself before her, and was carried to an inner chamber and 
laid on a bed of state ; which was not a little defiled with the 
piesents of the Queen which had been bestowed on his garments ; 
such as wine, cream, jelly, beverage, cakes, spices, and other 
good matters. The entertainment and show went forward, and 
most of the presenters went backward, or fell down ; wine did 
so occupy their upper chambers. Now did appear, in rich dress, 
Hope, Faith, and Charity ; Hope did^assay to speak, but wine 
rendered her endeavours so feeble that she withdrew, and hoped 
the king would excuse her brevity : Faith . . . left the court 
in a staggering condition. . . . They were both sick and spewing 
in the lower hall. Next came Victory, who ... by a strange 
medley of versification . . . and after much lamentable utterance 
was led away like a silly captive, and laid to sleep in the outer 
steps of the anti-chamber. As for Peace, she most rudely made 
war with her olive branch, and laid on the pates of those who 
did oppose her coming. I ne’er did see such lack of good order, 
discretion, and sobriety in our Queen’s days.” ^ 

Observe tliat these tipsy women were great ladies. 

1 ITuga i. 849 kpataim. • 
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The reason is, that the grand ideas which introduce an 
epoch, end, in their exhaustion, by preserving nothing 
but their vices ; the proud sentiment of natural life be- 
comes a vulpar appeal to the senses. An entrance, an 
arch of triumph under James L, often represented 
obscenities ; and later, when the sensual instincts, exas- 
perated by Puritan t3rranny, begin to raise their heads 
once more, we shall find under the Restoration excess 
revelling in its low vices, and triumphing in its shame- 
lessness. 

Meanwhile literature undergoes a change ; the power- 
ful breeze which had wafted it on, and which, amidst 
singularity, refiuements, exaggerations, had made it 
great, slackened and diminished. With Carew, Suckling, 
and Herrick, prettiness takes the place of the beautiful. 
That which strikes them is no longer the general features 
of things ; and they no longer try to express the inner 
character of what they describe. They no longer possess 
that liberal conception, that instinctive penetration, by 
which we sympathise with objects, and grow capable of 
ci^ating them anew. They no longer boast of that over- 
flow of emotions, that excess of ideas and images, which 
compelled a man to relieve himself by words, to act 
externally, to represent freely and boldly the interior 
drama which made his whole body and heart trembla 
They are rather wits of the court, cavaliers of fashion, 
who wish to show off their imagination and style. In 
their hands love becomes gallantry ; they write songs, 
fugitive pieces, compliments to the ladies. There are 
no more upweUings from the heart. They write elo- 
quent phrases in order to be applauded, and flattering 
exaggerations in order to please. The divine faces, the 
serious or profound looks, the virgin or impassioned 
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expressions which burst forth at every step in ^the early 
poetSj have disappeai'ed ; here we see not^g but agree- 
able countenances, painted in agreeable verses. Black- 
guardism is not far off; we meet with it already in 
Suckling, and crudity to boot, and prosaic epicurism ; 
their sentiment is expressed before long, in such a phrase 
as : " Let us amuse ourselves, and a fig for the rest.” 
The only objects they can stUl paint, are little graceful 
things, a kiss, a May-day festivity, a dewy primrose, a daf- 
fodil, a marriage morning, a bee.^ Herrick and Suckling 

' Some asked me whore the Rubies grew, 

And nothing I did say ; 

But with my huger pointed to 
The lips of Julia. 

Some ask'd how Pearls did grow, aud where ; 

Then spake 1 to my girle, 

To part her lips, and shew me there 
The quardets of PearL 
One ask'd me whore the roses grew ; 

1 bade him not go seek ; 

But forthwith bade my Jtdia diow 
A bud in either cheek.” 

* Hkbbiok'8 SuperidiSt ed. Wolford, 1869*; 

The Sock (fSuhiea, p. 82. 

** About the sweet beg of a bee. 

Two Cupids fell at odds ; 

And whose the prettf prize dm'd be. 

They vow’d to ask the Qods. 

Which Venus hearing, thither came, 

'And fm* their bol^ess stript them ; 

And taking thence from each his flame. 

With rods of mh'tle whipt than. 

Which done, to still their amnion cifes^ 

V^en quiet grown sh’ad seen them, 

She kist 1 ^ wip'd their dove*Uke eyti^ ' 

And gave the bag betw^ Ihera.** ' 

Hbbbiok, IHeL s TheSag qf Ihe Su, p 4L 



nOUEllT HEHUICK 





(SAP. I. THE PAGAN RENAISSANCE. 


325 


apecially produce little exquisite poems, delicate, ever 
pleasant or agreeable, «like those attributed to Anacreon, 
or those which abound in the Anl^hdogy. In fact, here, 
as at the Grecian period ^uded to, we are in the de(iline 
of paganism ; energy departs, the reign of the agreeable 
1 People do not relinquisli the worship of 

beauty and pleasure, but dally with them. They deck 
and lit them to their taste ; they cease to subdue and 
bend men, who enjoy them whilst they amuse them. 
It is the last beam of a setting sun ; the genuine poetic 

“ Why 80 paid and wait, fond lover ? 

Pr’ythee, why so pale t 
Will, when looking well can't move her, 

Looking ill prevail 1 
Pr'ythee, why so pale ? 

Why so dull aiid mute, young sinner ? 

Pr’ythee, why so mute ! 

Will, when speaking well can't win her, 

Saying nothing do't t 
Pr’ythee, why so mute ? 

Quit, quit for shame : this will not move, 

This cannot take her ; 

If of herself she will not love, 

Nothing can make her. 

The devil take herl" 

Sir John Suoklino’s W<»^ ed. A. Suckling, 

1886, p. 70. 

" As when a lady, walking Flora’s bower. 

Picks here a pink, and there a gilly-llowcr, 

Now plucks a violet from her purple bed, 

And tiien a primrose, the year’s maidenhead, 

Thera nips the brier, here the lover's pansy, 

Shif^ her dainty jtleasnres with her fiincy, 

This on her arms, ahd that she lists to wear 
Upon the borders of her curions hair ; 

At length a rose-bud (passing all the rest) 

She plucks, and bosoms in her lily Inesst 

Qvahucs. Stmm. 
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sentiment dies out with Sedley, Waller, and th^e rhyme- 
sters of the Restoration; they write prose in verse; 
their heai't is on a level with their style, and with an 
exact language we find the commencement of a new age 
and a new art. 

Side by side with prettiness comes affectation ; it is 
the second mark of the decadence. Instead of writing to 
express things, they write to say them well ; they outbid 
their neighbours, and strain every mode of speech ; they 
push art over on the side to which it had a leaning ; 
and as in this age it had a leaning towards vehemence 
and imagination, they pile up their emphasis and 
colouring. A jargon always springs out of a style. In 
all arts, the first masters, the inventors, discover the 
idea, steep themselves in it, and leave it to effect its 
outwatd form. Then come the second class, the imita- 
tors, who sedulously repeat this form, and alter it by 
exaggeration. Some nevertheless have talent, as Quarles, 
Herbert, Habington, Donne in particular, a pungent 
satirist, of terrible crudeness,^ a powerful poet, of a pre- 
cise and intense imagination, wlio still pre serves some- 
thing of the energy and thrill of the original inspiration.* 

* See, in particular, liis satire against courtiers. The following is 
against imitatora. 

" But he is worst, who (beggarly) doth chaw 
Others wit's fruits, and in his ravenous maw 

* Rankly digested, dotii those things out-spew, 

As his owne things ; and they 'le his owne, 't is true, 

Foi' if one eate my meate, though it be knowne 
The meat was mine, th’ excrement is his owne." 

Donms's Satires, 1639. Satirs ii. p. 128. 

* ** When I behold a stream, which Ihnn the spring 
Doth with douhtftil melodious murmuring, 

Or in a speechless slumber calmly ride 
Her wedded channel’s bosom, and there chide 
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But he deliberately spoils all these gifts, and succeeds 
with great dj|,fficulty in concocting a piece of nonsense. 
For instance, the impassioned poets had said to their 
mistress, that if they lost her, they should hate all other 
women. Donne, in order to eclipse them, says : 

“ 0 do not die, for 1 shall hate 
All women so, when thou art gone, 

That thee I shall not celebrate 
When I remember thou west one.” * 

Twenty times while reading him we rub our brow, and 
ask with astonishment, how a man could have so tor- 
mented and contorted himself, strained his style, refined 
on his refinement, hit upon such absurd comparisons ? 
But this was the spirit of the age ; they made an effort 
to be ingeniously absurd. A flea had bitten Donne and 
his mistress, and he says : 

“ This flea is you and I, and this 
Our mariage bed and moriago temple is. 

Though Parents gi’udge, and you, w* are met, 

And cloyster’d in these living walls of Jet. 

Though use make you apt to kill me, 

Let not to that selfe-murder added be, 

And sacrilege, three sins in killing three.” ^ 

And bend her brows, and swell, if any bough 
Does but stoop down to kiss her utmost brow ; 

7et if her often gnawing kisses win 
The traiterous banks to gape and let her in. 

She msheth violently and doth divorce 
Her from ber native and her long kept-course, 

And Toares, and braves it, and in gallant scorn 
In flatt'ring eddies promising return, 

She flouts her channel, which thenceforth is diy, 

Then say I : That is sh^ and this am I.” — Dokite, EU^ vi 

1689 : A Feaver^ p. 16. ‘ Ibid. Tht Fleets p. 1^ 
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The Marquis dc Mascarille' never found anything to 
equal this. Would you have believed a^ writer could 
invent such ahsuidities ? She and he made but one, 
for both are but one with the ilea, and so one could not 
be killed without the other. Obseiwe that the wise 
Malherbe vTote very similar enoimities, in the Tears 
of St Peter, and that the sonneteers of Italy and Spain 
reach simultaneously 'he same height of folly, and you 
will agree that throughout Europe at tliat time they were 
at the close of a poetical epoch. 

On this boundary line of a closing and a dawning 
literature a jioet appeared, one of the most approved and 
illustrious of his time, Abraham Cowley, ^ a precocious 
child, a reader and a versifier like Pope, and who, like 
Pope, having known passions less than books, busied 
himself less about things than about words. Literary 
exhaustion has seldom been more manifest. He pos- 
sesses aU the capacity to say whatever pleases him, but 
he has precisely nothing to say. The substance has 
vanished, leaving in its place an empty form. In vain 
he tries tlie epic, the Pindaric strophe, ali kinds of 
stanzas, odes, short lines, long lines ; in vain he calls to 
liis assistance botanical and philosophical similes, all the 
erudition of the university, all the recollections of anti- 
quity, all the ideas of new science: we yawn as we 
read him. Except in a few descriptive verses, two or 
three’graceful tendernesses,® he feels nothing, he speaks 
only; he is a poet pf the brain. His collection of 

^ A valet in Moliire’i^ Les Prieinues RidicuJea, who apes and exagge* 
rates his master’s manners and styles and pretends to he a marquess. 
He also appears in JJEbmrdi and £e diffH Amoureux, by the some 
author. — ^Ta, 

• 1608-1667. 1 refer to the eleventh edition of 1710. 

> The Spring (The Mistress, i 72). 
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amorous pieces is but a vehicle for a scientific test, and 
serves to show that he has read the authors, that he 
knows geography, that he is well versed in anatomy, 
that he has a smattering of medicine and astronomy, that 
he has at his service comparisons and allusions enough 
to rack tlie brains of his readers. He will speak in this 
wise : 

“ Beauty, thou active — passive 111 I 
Which dy’st thyself as fast as thou dost kill ! ” 

or will remark that his mistress is to blame for 
spending three hours every morning at her toilet, 
because 

“ They make that Beauty Tyranny, 

That's else a Civil-government.” 

After reading two hundred pages, you feel disposed to 
box his ears. You have to think, by way of consolation, 
that every grand age must draw to a close, that this one 
could not do so otherwise, that the old glow of enthu- 
siasm, the sudden flood of rapture, images, whimsical 
and audacious fancies, which once rolled through the 
minds of men, arrested now and cooled down, could only 
exliibit dross, a curdling scum, a multitude of brilliant 
and offensive points. You say to yourself that, after 
all, Cowley had perhaps talent ; you find that he had in 
fact one, a new talent, unknown to the old masters, the 
sign of a new culture, which needs other manners, and 
announces a new society. Cowley had these manners, 
and belongs to this society. He was a well-governed, 
reasonable, well-informed, polished, well-educated man, 
who after twelve years of service and writing in France, 
under Queen Henrietta, retires at last wisely into the 
country, whore he studios natural history, and prepares 
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a treatise on religion, philosophising on men ipid life, 
fertile in general reflections and ideas, a moralist, bidding 
his executor “ to let nothing stand in his writings which 
might seem the least in the world to be an offence 
against religion or good manners.” Such intentions and 
such a life produce and indicate less a poet, that is, a 
seer, a creator, than :i. literary man, I mean a man who 
can think and speak, and who therefore ought to have 
read much, learned much, written much, ought to pos- 
sess a calm and clear mind, to be accustomed to polite 
society, sustained conversation, pleasantly. In fact, 
Cowley is an author by profession, the oldest of those, 
who in England deserve the name. His prose is as 
easy and sensible as his poetry is contorted and unreason- 
able. A polished man, writing for polished men, pretty 
much as he would speak to them in a drawing-room, — 
this I take to bo the idea which they had of a good 
author in the seventeenth century. It is the idea which 
Cowley’s Essays leave of his character ; it the kind 
of talent which the writers of the coming age take for 
their model ; and he is the first of that grave and ami- 
able group which, continued in Temple, reaches so far 
as to include Addison. 


II. 

Haying reached this point, the Benaissance seemed 
to have attained its Hmit, and, like a drooping and faded 
flower, to be ready to leave its place for a new bud which 
began to spring up amongst its withered leaves. At all 
events, a living and unexpected shoot sprang from the 
old declining stock. At the moment when art lan- 
guished, science shot forth ; the whole labour of the age 
ended in this. The fruits are not unlike ; on the con- 
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traiy, tjiey come from the same sap, and by the dWersity 
of the shap^ only manifest two distinct periods of the 
inner growth which has produced them. Eveiy art 
ends in a science, and all poetry in a philosophy. For 
science and philosophy do but translate into precise 
formulas the original conceptions which art and poetry 
render sensible by imaginary figures: when once the 
idea of an epoch is manifested in verse by ideal crea- 
tions, it naturally comes to be expressed in prose by 
positive arguments. That which had struck men on 
escaping from ecclesiastical oppression and monkish as- 
ceticism was tlie pagan idea of a life true to nature, and 
freely developed. They had found nature buried beliind 
scholasticism, and they had expressed it in poems and 
paintings ; in Italy by superb healthy corporeality, in 
England by vehement and unconventional spirituality, 
with such divination of its laws, instincts, and forms, 
that we might extract from their theatre and their pic- 
tures a complete theory of soul and body. When 
.enthusiasm is past, curiosity begins. The sentiment of 
beauty gives way to the need of truth. The theory 
contained in works of imagination frees itself. The 
gaze continues fixed on nature, not to admire now,, but 
to understand. From painting we pass to anaitomy, 
from the drama to moral philosophy, from grand poetical 
divinations to great scientific views ; tlie second continue 
the first, and the same mind displays itself in both ; 
for what art had represented, and science proceeds to 
observe, are living things, with their complex and com- 
plete structure, set in motion by their internal forces, 
with no supernatural intervention. Artists and savants, 
all set out, without knowing it themsdves, from the 
some master conception, to wit, that nature subsists of 
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hei-self, that every existence has in its own wopib the 
source of its action, that the causes of events are the 
innate laws of things ; an* all-powerful idea, from which 
was to issue the modem civilisation, and which, at the 
time I write of, produced in England and Italy, as be- 
fore in Greece, genuine sciences, side by side with a 
complete art: after da Vinci and Michel Angelo, the 
school of anatomists, mathematicians, naturalists, ending 
with Galileo; after Spenser, Ben Jonson, and Shaks- 
peare, the school of thinkers who surround Bacon and 
lead up to Harvey. 

We have not far to look for this school. In the 
interregnum of Christianity the dominating bent of 
mind belongs to it It was paganism which reigned 
in Elizabeth’s court, not only in letters, but in doctrine, 
— a paganism of the north, always serious, generally 
sombre, but which was based, like that of the south, on 
natural forces. In some men all Christianity had passed 
away ; many proceeded to atheism through excess of 
rebellion and debauchery, like Marlowe and Greene. 
With others, like Shakspeare, the idea of God scarcely 
makes its appearance ; they see in our poor short human 
life only a dream, and beyond it the long sad sleep : 
for them, death is the goal of life; at most a dark 
gulf, into which man plunges, uncertain of the issua 
If they cany their gaze beyond, they perceive,^ not 
the spiritual soul welcomed into a purer world, but the 
corpse abandoned to the damp earth, or the ghost hover- 
ing about the churcbyard. They speeds Uke sceptics or 
superstitioas men, never as true believers. Their heroes 

* See in Shakspeare The Temped, McamrefcrMeoMiret EamUt : in 
Beanmont and Letcher, Thierry amd Thcodorttf Act iv. ; Webster, 
pawibi. 
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have human, not religious virtues ; against crime they 
rely on honour and the love of the beautiful, not on 
piety and the fear of God. If others, at intervals, like 
Sidney and Spenser, catch a glimpse of the Divine, it 
is as a vague ideal light, a sublime Platonic phantom, 
which has no resemblance to a personal God, a strict 
inquisitor of the slightest motions of the heart. He 
appears at the summit of things. Like the splendid 
crown of the world, but He does not weigh upon human 
life; He leaves it intact and free, only turning it 
towards the beautiful. Man does not know as yet the 
sort of narrow prison in which official cant and respect- 
able creeds were, later on, to coniine activity and in- 
telligence. Even the believers, sincere Christians like 
Bacon and Sir Thomas Browne, discard all oppressive 
sternness, reduce Christianity to a sort of moral poetry, 
and allow naturalism to subsist beneath religion. In such 
a broad and open channel, speculation could spread its 
wings. With Lord Herbert appeared a systematic 
deism ; with Milton and Algernon Sidney, a philo- 
sophical religion ; Clai'endon went so far as to compare 
Loid Falkland’s gardens to the groves of Academe. 
Against the rigorism of the Puritans, Chillingwoith, 
Hales, Hooker, the greatest doctors of the English 
Church, give a large place to natural reason, — so large, 
that never, even to this day, has it made such an 
advance. 

An astonishing irruption of facts — the discovery of 
America, the revival of antiquity, the restoration of 
philology, the invention of the arts, the development of 
industries, the march of human curiosity over the whole 
of the past and the whole of the globe — came to furnish 
subject-matter, and prose began its reigiL Sidney^ 
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Wilson, Aschani, and Puttenham explored the^rules of 
style ; Hackluy t and Purchas compiled the cyclopedia 
of tiavel and description of every land ; Holinshed, 
Speed, Raleigh, Stowe, Knolles, Daniel, Thomas May, 
Lord Herbert, founded history; Camden, Spelman, 
Cotton, Usher, and Selden inaugurate scliolai-ship ; a 
legion of patient workers, of obscure collectors, of literary 
pioneers, amassed, ananged, and sifted the documents 
which Sir Robert Cotton and Sir Thomas Bodley stored 
up in their libraries ; whilst Utopians, moralists, painters 
of manners — ^Thomas More, Joseph Hall, John Earle, 
Owen Feltham, Burton — described and passed judgment 
on the modes of life, continued with Puller, Sir Thomas 
Browne, and Isaac Walton up to the middle of the next 
century, and add to the number of controversialists and 
politicians who, witli Hooker, Taylor, ChilJingworth, 
Algernon Sidney, Harrington, study religion, society, 
church and state. A copious and confused fermenta- 
tion, from which abundance of thoughts rose, but few 
notable books. Noble prose, such as was heard at the 
court of Louis, XIV., in the house of Pollio, in the 
schools at Athens, such as rhetorical and sociable nations 
know how to produce, was altogether lacking. These 
men had not the spirit of analysis, the art of following 
step by step the natural order of ideas, nor the spirit of 
conversation, the talent never to weary or shock others. 
Their imagination is too Rttle regulated, and their 
maimers too little polished. They who had mixed most 
in the world, even Sidney, speaJr roughly what they 
think, and as they think it. Instead of glossing they 
exaggerate. They blurt out all, and withhold nothing. 
When they do not employ excessive compliments, they 
take to coarse jokes. They are ignorant of measured 
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livelinejps, refined raillery, delicate flattery. They re- 
joice in gro^s puns, dirty allusions. They mistake in- 
volved charades and grotesque images for wit. Though 
they are great lords and ladies, they talk like ill-bred 
persons, lovers of buffoonery, of shows, and bear-fights. 
With some, as Overbury or Sir Thomas Browne, prose is 
so much run over by poetry, that it covers its narrative 
with images, and hides ideas under its pictures. They 
load their style with' flowery comparisons, which produce 
one another, and mount one above another, so that sense 
disappears, and ornament only is visible. In short, 
they are generally pedants, still stiff with the rust of 
the school ; they divide and subdivide, propound theses, 
definitions j they argue solidly and heavily, and quote 
their authors in Latin, and even in Greek ; they square 
their massive periods, and learnedly knock their adver- 
saries down, and their readers too, as a natural conse- 
quence. They are never on the prose-level, but always 
above or below — above by their poetic genius, below 
by the weight of’ their education and the barbarism of 
their manners. But they think seriously and for them- 
selves ; they are deliberate ; they are convinced and 
touched by what they say. Even in the compiler we 
find a force and loyalty of spirit, which give confidence 
and cause pleasure. Their writings are like* the power- 
ful and heavy engravings of their contemporaries, the 
maps of Hofnagel for instance, so harsh and so instruc- 
tive; their conception is sharp and clear; they have 
the gift of perceiving every object, not under a general 
aspect, like the classical writers, but specially and 
individually. It is not man in the abstract, the citizen 
as he is everywhere, the countryman as such, that they 
represent, but James or Thomas, Smith or Brown, of 
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such a parish, from such an office, with such and such 
attitude or dress, distinct from all others ; in short, they 
see, not the idea, but the individual. Imagine the 
disturbance that such a disposition produces in a man’s 
head, how' the regular order of ideas becomes deranged 
by it ; how every object, with the infinite medley of its 
fonns, properties, app<mdage8, will thenceforth fasten 
itself by a hundred points of contact unforeseen to 
other objects, and bring before the mind a series and 
a family ; what boldness language will derive from it ; 
what familiar, picturesque, absui’d words, will break 
forth in succession; how the dash, the unforeseen, the 
originality and inequality of invention, will stand out. 
Imagine, at the same time, what a hold this form of 
mind has on objects, how many facts it condenses in 
each conception ; what a mass of personal judgments, 
foreign authorities, suppositions, guesses, imaginations, 
it spreads over every subject ; with what venturesome 
and creative fecundity it engenders both truth and 
conjecture. It is an extraordinary Chaos of thoughts 
and forms, oftep abortive, still more often barbarous, 
sometimes grand. But from this superfluity something 
lasting and great is produced, namely science, and we 
have only to examine more closely into one or two of 
these works to see the new creation emerge from the 
blocks 'and the debris. 


m. 

Two writers especially display this state of mind. 
The first, Bobert Burton, a deigyman and university 
recluse, who passed his life in libraries, and dabbled in 
all the sciences, as learned as Babelais, having an 
inexhaustible and overflowing memory ; unequal, more- 
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over, gifted with enthusiasm, and spasmodically gay, 
but as a rule sad and morose, to the extent of confessing 
in his epitaph tliat melancholy made up his life and 
his death; in the first place original, liking his own 
common sense, and one of the earliest models of that 
singular English mood which, withdrawing man within 
himself, develops in him, at one time imagination, at 
another scrupulosity, at another oddity, and makes of 
himi according to circumstances, a poet, an eccentric, a 
humorist, a madman, or a puritan. Ho read on for 
thirty years, put an encyclopicdia into his head, and 
now, to amuse and relieve himself, takes a folio of 
blank paper. Twenty lines of a poet, a dozen lines of 
a treatise on agriculture, a folio page of heraldry, a 
description of rare fishes, a paragraph of a sermon on 
patience, the record of the fever fits of hypochondria, 
the history of the particle thM, a scrap of metaphysics, 
— ^this is what passes through his brain in a quarter of 
an Ijoui- : it is a carnival of ideas and phrases, Greek, 
Latin, German, French, Italian, philosophical, geometri- 
cal, medical, poetical, astrological, musical, pedagogic, 
heaped one on the other ; an enormous medley, a pro- 
digious mass of jumbled quotations, jostling thoughts, 
with the vivacity and the transport of a feast of un- 
raason. 

** This roving humour (though not with like success) 1 have 
ever had, aud, like a ranging spaniel that barks at every bird he 
sees, leaving his game, 1 have followed all, saving that which 
X should, uid may justly complaiu, and truly, qu,i ubique est, nua- 
qvam uty which Gesner did in modesty, that I have read many 
books, but to little purpose, for want of good method, I have 
oonfiisedly tumbled over divers authors in our libraries with 
small profit, for want, of art, order, memory, judgment. I 

VOL. I. S5 
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never travelled but in map' or card, in which my unconfined 
thoughts have freely expatiated, as having ever been especially 
delighted with the study of cosmography. Saturn was lord of 
my geniture, culminating, etc., and Mars principal significator 
of manners, in partile conjunction with mine ascendent ; both 
fortunate in their houses, etc. 1 am not poor, I am not rich ; 
nihil estj nihil deest; \ have little; I want nothing: all my 
treasure is in MinervaV tower. Greater preferment as I could 
never get, so am I not in debt for it. I have a competency 
{laus Deo) from my noble and munificent patrons. Though I 
live still a collegiat student, as Democritus in his garden, and 
lead a monastique life, ipse mihi theatrum, sequestred from those 
tumults and troubles of the world, et tanquam in speculd pojtiku 
(as he said), in some high place above you all, like Stotdiu 
sapiens, omnia scecula prceterita proesentiaque videns, uno vetut 
intuitu, 1 hear and see what is done abroad, how others run, 
ride, turmoil, and macerate themselves in court and countrey. 
Far from these wrangling lawsuits, aula vamitatem, fori ambi’ 
tionem, riders mecum soleo : I laugh at all, only secure, lest my 
suit go amiss, my ships perish, com and cattle miscany, trade 
de(»y ; I have no wife nor children, good or bad, to providh for ; 
a more spectator of other men’s fortunes and adventures, and 
how they act their parts, which methinks are diversdy pre- 
sented unto me, as from a common theatre or scene. I hear 
new news every day: and those ordinary rumours of war, 
plagues, fires, inundations, thefts, murders, massacres, meteors, 
comets, spectiums, prodigies, apparitions ; of towns taken, cities 
besieged in France, Germany, Turkey, Persia, Poland, etc., daily 
musters and preparations, and such like, which these tempes- 
tuous times afford, battles fought, so many men slain, mono- 
machies, shipwracks, piracies, and sea-fights, peace, leagues, 
stratagems, and fresh alarms — a vast confusion of vows, wishes, 
actions, edicts, petitions, lawsuits, pleas, laws, proclamations, 
complaints, grievances, — are diuly brought to our ears: new 
books eveiy day, pamphlets, currantoes, stories, whole catalogues 
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of yolumes of all sorts; new paradoxes, opinions, schisms, hero- 
sies, controversies in philosophy, religion, etc. Now come tid- 
ings of wedding, maskings, mummeries, entertainments, jubilies, 
embassies, tuts and tournaments, trophies, triumphs, revels, 
sports, playes : then again, as in a new shifted scene, treasons, 
cheating tricks, robberies, enormous villanies in all kinds, 
funerals, burials, death of princes, new discoveries, expeditions ; 
now comical, then tragical matters. To-day we hear of new 
lords and ofiScers created, to-morrow of some great men deposed, 
and then again of fresh honours conferred : one is let loose, 
another imprisoned : one purchaseth, another breaketh : he 
thrives, his neighbour turns bankrupt ; now plenty, then again 
dearth and famine ; one runs, another rides, wrangles, laughs, 
weeps, etc. Thus I daily hear, and such like, both private and 
pubUck news.” ^ 

** For what a world of books offers itself, in all subjects, arts, 
and sciences, to the sweet content and capacity of the reader 1 
In arithmetick, geometry, perspective, optick, astronomy, archi- 
tecture, sculpiura, /fictura, of which so many and such elaborate 
treatises are of late written : in inechanicks and their mysteries, 
military matters, navigation, riding of horses, fencing, swim- 
ihing, gardening, planting, gi-eat tomes of husbandry, cookery, 
faulconty, hunting, fishing, fowling, etc., with ex<]uisite pictiures 
of all sports, ^mes, and what not. In musick, metaphysicks, 
natural and moral philosophy, philologie, in policy, heraldry, 
genealogy, chronology, etc., they afford great tomes, or those 
studies of antiquity, etc., el quid mhMivs aritimeticie inventioni- 
bua ? gwid juaumdiw mueicis rcUionibiu f quid dwmiua (utrovwm/i- 
eis ? quid reetius ffeometricie dmonstrafumibue f What so sure, 
what so pleasant t He that shall but see the geometrical tower 
of Oarezenda at Bologne in Italy, the steeifie and clock at Straa- 
borough, will admire the effects of art, or that engine of Archi- 
medes to remove the earth itself, if he had but a place to fasten 

* Anatomy of HelaMcholy, 12th ed. 1821, 2 vols. : Democritus to 
the Beader, L 4. 
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his instrument. Ardyimedia codiUa, and rare devises to corrivate 
waters^ musick instruments, and trisyllable echoes ag^, again, 
and arain repeated, with miriades of sudL Wbat vast tomes 
are extant in law, physick, and divinity, for profit, pleasure, 
practice, speculation, in verse or prose, etc. 1 Their names alone 
are the subject of whole volumes ; we have thousands of authors 
of all sorts, many great libraries, full well furnished, like so 
many dishes of meat, served out for several palates, and he is a 
very block that is affected with none of them. Some take an 
infinite delight to study the veiy languages wherein these books 
are written — Hebrew, Greek, Syriack, Ohalde, Arabidc, etc. 
Methinks it would well please any man to look upon a geographi- 
cal map (suovi animvm ddectcdione dUicerB, 6b incredibilm renm 
varietatem etjucuiiditat&n^ et ad plmiorem mi eoffnitiormn excitare), 
chorographical, topographical delineations ; to behold, as it were, 
all the remote provinces, towns, cities of the world, and never 
to go forth of the limits of his study ; to measure, by the scale 
and compasse, their extent, distance, examine their site. 
Charles the Great (as Platiua writes) had three fidre silver 
tables, in one of which superficies was a large map of Con- 
stantinople, in the second Rome neatly engraved, in the third 
an exquisite description of the whole world ; and miioh delight 
he took in them. • What greater pleasure can there now be, 
than to view those elaborate maps of Ortelius, Mercator, Hon 
dius, etc. 1 to peruse those books of cities put out by Braunus 
and Hogenbergius 9 to read those exquisite descriptions of 
Maginus, Munster, Herrera, Laet, Merula, Boterus, Leander 
Albertus, Camden, Leo Afer, Adricomius, Nic. Gerbelius, etc. 9 
those famous expeditions of Christopher Columbus, Ameiicus 
Vespucius, Marcus Folus the Venetian, Lod. Vertomonnus, 
Alcysius Oadamustus, eta 9 those accurate diaries of Portugals, 
H<filander8, of Bartison, Oliver a Nort, etc., Hacluit’s Voyages, 
Pet. Martyr’s Decades, Benso, Lerius, Linschoten’s rdations, 
those Hodmporioons of. Jod. a Meggen, Brocarde the Monkey 
Bredenbachius, Ja Dublinius, Sands, etc., to Jerusalem, Egypt, 
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and othe^ remote places of the world ? those pleasant itineraries 
of PauluB Hentzerus, Jodocus Sincerus, Dux Polonns, etc. 1 to 
read Bellonius observations, P. Gillius his survayes ; those parts 
of America, set out, and curiously cut in pictures, by Fratres a 
Bry ? To see a wdl cut herbal, hearbs, trees, flowers, plants, 
all vegetals, expressed in their proper colours to the life, as that 
of Matthiolus upon Dioscorides, Delacampius, Lobel, Bauhinus, 
and that last voluminous and mighty herbal of Besler of Nor- 
emberge ; wherein almost every plant is to his own bignesse. 
To See birds, beasts, and fishes of the sea, spiders, gnats, 
serpents, flies, etc., all creature set out by the same art, and 
truly expressed in lively colours, with .an exact description of 
their natures, vertues, qualities, etc., as hath been accurately 
performed by .^lian, Gesner, Ulysses Aldrovandus, Bellonius, 
Bondoletius, Hippolytus Salvianus, eta’* ^ 

He is never-ending; words, phrases, overflow, are 
heaped up, overlap each other, and flow on, carrying 
the reader along, deafened, stunned, half-drowned, 
unable to touch ground in the deluge. Burton is 
in^haustible. There are no ideas which he does not 
iterate under fifty forms : when he has exhausted his 
own, he pours out upon us other men’s — the classics, 
the rarest authors, known only by savants — ^authors 
rarer still, known only to the learned ; he borrows from 
alL Underneath these deep caverns of erudition and 
science, there is one blacker and more unknown than 
all the others, filled with forgotten authors, with crack- 
jaw names, Besler of Nuremberg, Adiicomius, Linschoten, 
Brocaide, Bredenbachius. Amidst all these antediluvian 
monsters, bristlmg with Latin terminations, he is at 
his ease ; he sports with them, laughs, skips from one 
to the other, drives them all abreast He is like old 

^ Anokmiy L part 2, sea 2, Mem. 4^ p. 420, 
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Proteus, the sturdy rover, who in one hour, with his 
team of hippopotami, makes the circuit of /;he ocean. 

What subject does he take ? Melancholy, his own 
individual mood; and he takes it like a schoolman. 
None of St. Thomas Aquinas’ treatises is more regularly 
constructed than his. This torrent of erudition flows in 
geometrically planned channels, turning off at right 
angles without deviating by a line. At the head of 
every part you will find a synoptical and analytical table, 
with hyphens, brackets, each division begetting its 
subdivisions, each subdivision its sections, each section 
its subsections: of the malady in general, of melan* 
choly in particular, of its nature, its seat, its varieties, 
causes, symptoms, prognosis ; of its cure by permissible 
means, l)y forbidden means, by dietetic means, by 
pharmaceutical means. After the scholastic process, 
he descends from the general to the particular, and 
disposes each emotion and idea in its labelled case. 
In this framework, supplied by the middle-age, he 
heaps up the whole, like a man of the Benaisp mee, — 
the literary description of passions and the medical 
description of madness, details of the hospital with a 
satire on human follies, physiological treatises side by 
side with personal confidences, the recipes of the apothe- 
cary with moral counsels, remarks on love with the 
history of evacuations. The discrimination of ideas 
has not yet been effected; doctor and poet, man of 
letters and savant, he is all at once ; for want of dams, 
ideas pour like different liquids into the same vat, with 
strange spluttering and bubbling, with an* unsavoury 
smell and odd effect But the vat is full, and from 
this admixture are produced potent compounds which 
no preceding age has known. 
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IV. 

• 

For in this mixture there is an effectual leaven, the 
poetic sentiment, which stirs up and animates the vast 
erudition, which will not be confined to dry catalogues ; 
which, interpreting every fact, every object, disentangles 
or divines a mysterious soul within it, and agitates the 
whole mind of man, by representing to him the restless 
world within and wrtliout him as a grand enigma. 
Let us conceive a kindred mind to Shakspeare’s, a 
scholar and an observer instead of an actor and a poet, 
who in place of creating is occupied in comprehending, 
but who, like Shakspeare, applies himself to living things, 
penetrates their internal structure, puts himself in com- 
munication witli their actual laws, imprints in himself 
fervently and scrupulously the smallest details of tlieir 
outward appearance ; who at the same time extends his 
penetrating surmises beyond the region of observation, 
discerns behind visible phaenomena some world obscure 
yet. sublime, and trembles with a kind of veneration 
before the vast, indistinct, but peopled darkness on 
whose surface our little universe hangs (quivering. 
Such a one is Sir Thomas Browne, a naturalist, a philo- 
sopher, a scholar, a physician, and a moralist, almost 
the last of the generation wliich produced Jeremy Taylor 
and Shakspeare. Ko thinker bears stronger witness to 
the wandering and inventiv»curiosity of the aga ^o 
writer has better displayed the brilliant and sombre 
imagination of the NortL Ko one has spoken with a 
more eloquent emotion of death, the vast night of 
foigetfulness, of the all-devouring pit, of human vanity, 
which tries to create an ephemeral immortality out of 
glory or seulptured stones. No one has revealed^ in 
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more glowing and original expressions, the pqetdc sap 
which flows through all the minds of the ^e. 

** But the iniquity of oblivion blindly scattereth her poppy, 
and deals with the memoiy of men without distinction to merit 
of perpetuity. Who can but pity the founder of the pyramids 1 
Herostratus lives that burnt the temple of Diana, he is almost 
lost that built it. Time hath spared the epitaph of Adrian’s 
horse, confounded that of hinuself. In vain we compute our 
felicities by the advantage of our good names, since bad have 
equal duration ; and Thersites is like to live as long as Agamem- 
non. Who knows whether the best of men be known, or whether 
tlicre be not more remarkable persons forgot than any that stand 
remembered in the known account of time ? Without the favour 
of the everlasting register, the first man had been as unknown 
as the last, and Methuselah’s long life had been his only 
chronicle. 

“ Oblivion is not to be hired. The greater part must be com 
tent to be as though they had not been, to be found in the 
register of God, not in the record of man. Twenty-seven names 
make up the first story before the flood, and the recorded names 
ever since contain not one living century The numlfcr of the 
dead long exceedeth all tliat shall live. The night of time far 
surpasseth the day, and who kno\rs when was the equinox? 
Every hour adds unto the current arithmetick which scarce 
stands one moment. And since dotith must be the Lucina of 
life, and even Fagans could doubt, whether thus to live were to 
die ; since our longest sun sets at right tlecleiihions, and makes 
but winter arches, and therefore it cannot be long before we lie 
down in darkness, and have oui^ight in ashes ; since the brother 

death daily haunts us with dying mementos, and time, that 
grows old in itsdf, bids us hope no long duration ; — diutumity 
is a dream, and folly of expectation. 

’’Darknew and light divide the course of time, and oblivion 
shimai with n^ory a great part even cd our living beings ; we 
iHglitly reiikeinber our, feUirities, and; tha aaiarteat strokm of 
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affliction leave but short smart upon us. Sense oudureth no 
extremities, and sorrows destroy us or themselves. To weep 
into stones are fables. Afflictions induce callosities; miseries 
are slippery, or fall like snow upon us, which notwithstanding 
is no unhappy stupidity. To be ignorant of evils to come, and 
forgetful of evils past, is a merciful provision of nature, whereby 
we digest the mixture of our few and evil days ; and our delivered 
senses not relapsing into cutting remembrances, our sorrows are 
not kept raw by the edge of repetitions. ... All was vanity, 
feeding the wind, and folly. The Egyptian mummies, which 
Cambyses or time hath spared, avarice now consuineth. Mummy 
is become merchandise, Mizraim cures wounds, and Pharaoh is 
sold for balsams. . . . Man is a noble animal, splendid in ashes, 
and pompous in the grave, solemnizing nativities and deaths with 
equal lustm, nor omitting ceremonies of bravery in the infancy 
of his nature . . . Pyramids, arches, obelisks, were but the 
irregularities of vain glory, and wild enormities of ancient 
magnanimity.”^ 

These are almost the words of a poet, and it is 
just this poet’s imagination which urges him onward 
into science.* Face to face with the productions of 
nature he abounds in conjectures, comparisons; he 
gj-opes about, proposing explanations, making trials, 
extending his guesses like so many flexible and vibrating 
feelers into the four comers of the globe, into the most 
distant regions of fancy and tmth. As he looks. upon 
the tree-bke and foliaceous cnists which are formed 
upon the surface of freezing liquids, he asks himself if 
this be not a regeneration of vegetable essences, dis*^ 
solved in the liquid. At the sight of curdling blood 

^ T/ttf JForh of Sir Thomat Browne, ed. WUkin, 1862, 8 vola. 
Ifydriotaphia, iii. oh. v. 44, ftjmanm. 

* See Milaand, Sittde mr Sir Thomas Browne, Seom dee Dsm 
Mmdes, 18B6. 
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or milk, lie inquires whether there he not something 
analogous to the formation of the bird in the egg, or to 
that coagulation of chaos which gave birth to our world. 
In presence of that impalpable force which makes 
liquids freeze, he asks if apoplexy and cataract are not 
the effects of a like power, and do not indicate also 
the presence of a congealing agency. He is in presence 
of nature as an artist, a man of letters in presence of a 
living countenance, marking every feature, every move- 
ment of physiognomy, so as to be able to divine the 
passions and the inner disposition, ceaselessly correcting 
and undoing his interpretations, kept in agitation by 
thought of the invisible forces which operate beneath 
the visible envelope. The whole of the middle-age 
and of antiquity, with their theories and imaginations. 
Platonism, Cabalism, Christian theology, Aristotle’s sub- 
stantial forms, the specific forms of the alchemists, — 
aU human speculations, entangled and transformed one 
within the other, meet simultaneously in his brain, so 
as to open up to him vistas of this unknow”- world. 
The accumulation, the pile, the confusion, the ferment- 
ation and the inner swarming, mingled with vapours 
and flashes, the tumultuous overloading of his imagina- 
tion and his mind, oppress and agitate him. In this 
expectation and emotion his curiosity takes hold of 
everjrthing ; in reference to the least fact, the most 
special, the most obsolete, the most chimerical, he 
conceives a .chain of complicated investigations, calculat- 
ing how the ark could contain all creatures, with their 
provision of food ; how Perpenna, at a banquet, arranged 
the guests so as to strike Sertorius ; what trees must 
have grown on the banks of Acheron, supposing that 
there were any ; whether quincunx plantations had not 
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their oiagin in Eden, and whether the numbers and 
geometrical iigores contained in the lozenge-form are 
not met with in all the productions of nature and ai‘t. 
You may recognise here the exuberance and the strange 
caprices of an inner development too ample and too 
strong. Archaeology, chemistry, history, nature, there 
is nothing in which he is not passionately interested, 
which does not cause his memoiy and his inventive 
powers to overflow, which does not summon up within 
him tlie idea of some force, certainly admirable, possibly 
infinite. But what completes his picture, what signal- 
ises the advance of science, is the fact that Ids imagina- 
tion provides a counterbalance against itself. He is as 
fertile in doubts as he is in explanations. If he sees 
a thousand reasons which tend to one view, he sees 
also a thousand which tend to the contrary. At the 
two extremities of the same fact, he raises up to the 
clouds, but in equal piles, the scaffolding of contradic- 
tory arguments. Having made a guess, he knows that 
it is but a guess; he pauses, ends with a perhaps, 
recommends verification. His writings consist only of 
opinions, given as such ; even his principal work is a 
refutation of popular errors. In the main, he proposes 
questions, suggests explanations, suspends his judg- 
ments, nothing more ; but this is enough ; when the 
search is so eager, when the paths in which it proceeds 
are so nmnerous, when it is so scrupulous in securing 
its hold, the issue of the pursuit is sure ; we are but a 
few steps from the truth. 


V. 

In this band of scholars, dreamers, and inquirers, ap-' 
pears the most comprehensive, sensible, originative of the 
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minds of the age, Francis Bacou^ a great and huninous 
intellect, one of the finest of this poetic progeny, who, 
like his predecessors, was naturally disposed to clothe 
his ideas in the most splendid dress: in this age, a 
thought did not seem complete until it had assumed 
form and colour. But what distinguishes him from the 
others is, that with him an image only serves to concen- 
trate meditation. He rcllected long, stamped on his mind 
all the parts and relations of his subject ; he is master 
of it, and then, instead of exposing this complete idea in 
a graduated chain of reasoning, he embodies it in a 
comparison so expressive, exact, lucid, that behind the 
figure we perceive all the details of the idea, like liquor 
in a fine crystal vase. Judge of his style by a single 
example : 

“For as water, whether it be the dew of Heaven or the 
springs of the earth, easily scatters and loses itself in the ground, 
except it be collected into some receptacle, where it may by union 
and consort comfort and sustain itself (and for that cause, the 
industry of man has devised aqueducts, cisterns, and rods, and 
likewise beautified them with various ornaments of magnificence 
and state, as well *as for use and necessity) ; so this excellent 
liquor of knowledge, whether it descend from divine inspiration 
or spring from human sense, would soon perish and vanish into 
oblivion, if it were not preserved in books, traditions, conferences, 
and especially in places appointed for such mattera as universities, 
colleges, and schools, where it may have both a fixed habitation, 
and means and opportunity of increasing and collecting itself.”^ 

“ The greatest error of all the rest, is the mistaking or mis- 
placing of the last or farthest end of knowledge : for men have 
entered into a desire of learning and knowledge, sometimes upon 
a natural curiosity and inquiutive appetite; sometimes to 

' Bacon’s fTorks. Translation of the Be AugmmOila SdnOUurum, 
Book ii. ; To the King. 
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entertain th«r miude with variety and delight ; Bometimes for 
omamont and rq)utationj and sometimes to enable them to 
vietoiy of wit and contradiction ; and most times for lucre and 
profession; and seldom sincerely to give a true account of their 
gift of reason, to the benefit and use of men : as if there were 
sought in knowledge a couch whereupon to i-est a searching and 
restless spirit ; or a terrace, for a wandering and variable mind 
to walk up and down with a ffur prospect ; or a tower of state, 
for a proud mind to raise itself upon ; or a fort or commanding 
ground, for strife and contention ; or a shop, for profit or sale ; 
and not a rich storehouse, for the glory of the Creator, and the 
relief of man’s estate.”' 

This is his mode of thought, by symbols, not by 
analysis ; instead of explaining liis idea, he transposes 
and translates it, — ^translates it entire, to the smallest 
details, enclosing all in the majesty of a grand period, or 
in the brevity of a striking sentence. Thence springs 
a style of admirable richness, gravity, and vigour, now 
solemn and symmetrical, now concise and piercing, 
always elaborate and full of colour.^ There is nothing 
in l^gllish prose superior to his diction. 

Thence is derived' also his manner of conceiving things, 
fie is not a dialectician, like Hobbes or Descartes, apt 
in arranging ideas, in educing one from another, in 
leading his reader from the simple to the complex by 
an unbroken chain, fie is a producer of conceptions 
and of sentences. The matter being explored, he says 
^to ds: " Such it is; touch it not on that side; it must 
be approached )&om the other.*’ Nothing more ; no proof, 
no effort to cdnvince : he afiSrms, and does nothing more 

^ Bacon's JForka Tamsktioii of the Ik Attgnmiia Seitntiamm, 
Booki. 'Thetraeeiidoflfianiiiigxmsta^ 

* Especially in the JBMOsa 
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he has thought in the manuei of artists and poets, and 
he speaks after the manner of prophets and seers, 
GogUaia, et visa this title of one of his books might be 
the title of aU. The most admirable, the Nimm Orgamm, 
is a string of aphorisms, — a collection, as it were, of 
scientific decrees, as of an oracle who foresees the future 
and reveals the truth. And to make the resemblance 
complete, he expresses them by poetical figures, by 
enigmatic abbreviations, almost in Sibylline verses: 
Jdjola speevs, Idola tribus^ Idola fori, Idola theatri, every 
one will recall these strange names, by which he signifies 
tlie four kinds of illusions to which man is subject.^ 
Shakspeare and the seers do not contain more vigorous 
or expressive condensations of thought, more resembling 
inspiration, and in Bacon they are to be found every- 
where. On the whole, his process is that of the creators j 
it is intuition, not reasoning. When he has laid up 
his store of facts, - the greatest possible, on some vast 
subject, on some entire province of the mind, on the 
whole anterior philosophy, on the general condition of 
the sciences, on the power and limits of human reason, 
he casts over all this a comprehensive view, as it were 
a great net, brings up a universal idea, condenses his 
idea into a maxim, and hands it to us with the words, 
" Verify and profit by it.” 

Thes:e is nothing more hazardous, more like fantasy, 
than this mode of thought, when it is not checked by 
natural and strong good sense. This common sense, 
which is a kind of natural divination, ^e stable equi- 
librium of an intellect always gravitating to the true, 

* See also Ncwm Organum, Books i. and ii ; the tventy>8eveii 
kinds of examples, with their znetaphoiical naqLM : InsUmUu wwtst 
iMorUi jamuB, InOainiice innumta, ^ 
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like the needle to the pole^ Bacon possesses in the highest 
degree. He has a pre-eminently practical, even an 
utilitarian mind, such as we meet with later in Bentham, 
and such as their business habits were to impress more 
and more upon the English. At tlie age of sixteen, 
wliile at the university, he was dissatisfied with Aris- 
totle’s philosophy,' not that he thought meanly of the 
author, whom, on the contrary, he calls a great genius ; 
but because it seemed to him of no practical utility, 
incapable of producing works which might promote the 
well-being of men. Wo see that from the outset he 
struck upon liis dominant idea : all else comes to him 
from this ; a contempt for antecedent philosophy, the 
conception of a different system, the entire refoimation 
of the sciences by the indication of a new goal, the de- 
finition of a distinct method, the opening up of unsus- 
pected anticipations.^ It is never speculation which 
he relishes, but the practical application of it. His 
eyes are turned not to heaven, but to earth, not to 
things abstract and vain, but to things .palpable and 
solid, not to curious but to profitable truths. He seeks 
to better the condition of men, to labour for the welfare 
of mankind, to enrich human life with new discoveries 
and new resources, to equip mankind with new powers 
and new instruments of action. His pliilosophy itself 
is but an instrument, organwn, a sort of machine or 
lover constructed to enable the intellect to raise a weight, 
to break through obstacles, to open up vistas, to accom- 
pUali tasks which had hitherto surpassed its power. 

^ Thi fTcrks of Framed Baeot^, London 1824, vol. rii. p. 2. Latin 
Sio^ra^ky by Bawloy. 

* This point is brought out by the review of Lord Macauky, 
0rliteaimiHi9UivieaS$a^ voL iii 
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In his eyes, every apecial science, like science in general* 
should be an implement He invites mathematicians, 
to quit their pure geometry, to study numbers only with 
a view to natural philosophy, to seek formulas only to 
calculate real quantities and natural motions. He 
recommends moralists to study the soul, the passions, 
habits, temptations, not merely in a speculative way, but 
with a view to the cure or diminution of vice, and as- 
signs to the science of morals as its goal the amelioration 
of morals. For him, the object of science is always the 
establishment of an art, that is, the production of some- 
thing of practical utility ; when he wished to describe 
the eihcacious nature of his philosophy by a tale, he 
delineated in the Nm Atlantis, with a poet’s boldness 
and the precision of a seer, almost employing the very 
terms in use now, modem applications, and the present 
organisation of the sciences, academies, observatories, air- 
balloons, submarine vessels, the improvement of land, 
the transmutation of species, regenerations, the discovery 
of remedies, the preservation of food. The end of our 
foundation, says his principal personage, is the know- 
ledge of causes and secret motions of things, and the 
enlarging of the bounds of human empire, to the effect- 
ing of all things possible. And this possible ” is ind- 
nite. 

Ho\< did this grand and just conception originate ? 
Doubtless common sense and genius too were necessary 
to its production ; but neither common sense nor genius 
was lacking to men-: there had been more than one 
who, observing, like Bacon, the prc>gress of particular 
industries, could, like him, have conceived of universal 
industry, and from certain limited ameliorations have 
advanc^ to unlimited amelioration ;^ere we see the 
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power of connection ; men think they do everything by 
their individual thought, and they can do nothing with- 
out the assistance of the thoughts of their neighbours ; 
they fancy that they are following tlie small voice with- 
in them, but they only hear it because it is swelled by 
the thousand buzzing and imperious voices, which, 
issuing from all surrounding or distant circumstances, 
are confounded with it in an harmonious vibration. 
Generally they hear it, as Bacon did, from tlie first 
moment of reflectiou; but it had become inaudible 
among tlie oiiposing sounds which came from without 
to smother it. Could this confidcuce in the infinite 
enlaigemeut of human power, this glorious idea of the 
universal conquest of nature, lliis finn hope in the con- 
tinual increase of well-being and happiness, have genni- 
nated, grown, occupied an intelligence entirely, and 
thence have struck its roots, been propagated and spread 
over neighbouring intelligences, in a time of discourage- 
ment and decay, when men believed the end of the 
world at hand, when things were falling into ruin about 
them, when Christian mysticism, as in the fimt centuries, 
ecclesiastical tyranny, as in the fourteenth century, were 
convincing them of their impotence, by porvei ting their 
intellectual efforts and curtailing their liberty. On the 
contrary, such hopes must then have seemed to. be out- 
bursts of pride, or suggestions of the carnal mind. They 
did seem so; and the last representatives of ancient 
science, and the first of the new, were exiled or impris- 
oned, assassinated or burned. Tn order to be developed 
an idea must be in harmony with surrounding civili- 
sation ; before man can expect to attain the dominion 
over nature, or attempts to improve Jiis condition, 
amelioration must have begun on all sides, industries 
von. [. 2 a 
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have increased, knowledge have been accnmnl^ated, the 
arts expanded, a hundred thousand irrefutfible witnesses 
must have come incessantly to give proof of his power and 
assurance of liis progress. The " masculine birth of the 
time ” {tem'p&rispartmmasmlii^ is the title which Bacon 
applies to his work, and it is a true one. In fact, the 
wliole age co-operated in it; by this creation it was 
finished. The conscioasness of human power and pro- 
sperity gave to tlie Renaissance its first energy, its ideal, 
its poetic materials, its distinguishing features ; and now 
it furnishes it with its final expression, its scientific 
doctrine, and its ultimate object. 

We may add also, its method. For, the end of a 
journey once determined, tlie route is laid down, since the 
end always determines the route ; when the point to be 
reached is changed, the path of approach is changed, 
and science, varying its object, varies also its method. 
So long as it limited its effort to the satisfying an idle 
curiosity, opening out speculative vistas, establishing a 
sort of opera in speculative minds, it could launch out 
any moment into metaphysical af)stractions and dis- 
tinctions : it waC^ enough for it to skim over experience ; 
it soon quitted it, and came all at once upon great words, 
quiddities, the principle of individuation, final causes. 
Half proofs sufficed science ; at bottom it did not care 
to establish a truth, but to get an opinion; and its 
instrument, the syllogism, was serviceable only for 
refutations, not for discoveries': it took general laws for 
a starting-point instead of a point of arrival ; instead 
of going to find them, it fancied them found The 
syllogism was good in the schools, not in nature; it 
made disputants, not discoverers. From the moment 
that science had art for an end, and mdn studied in 
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order to^aet, all was transformed; for we cannot act, 
without cert^ and precise knowledge. Forces, before 
they can be employed, must be measured and verified ; 
before we can build a house, we must know exactly the 
resistance of the beams, or the house will collapse; 
before we can cure a sick man, we must know with 
certainty the effect of a remedy, or the patient will die. 
Practice makes certainty and exactitude a necessity to 
science, because practice is impossible when it has 
nothing to lean upon but guesses and approximations. 
How can we eliminate guesses and approximations? 
How introduce into science solidity and precision? 
We must imitate the cases in which science, issuing in 
practice, has proved to be precise and certain, and these 
cases are the industries. We must, as in the industries, 
observe, essay, grope about, verify, keep our mind fixed 
on sensible and particular things, advance to general 
rules only step by step ; not anticipate experience, but 
foUow it; not imagine nature, but interpret it. For 
every general effect, such as heat, whiteness, hardness, 
liquidity, we must seek a general condition, so that in 
producing the condition we may produce the effect. 
And for this it is necessary, by fit rejections and ex- 
dusions, to extract the condition sought from the heap 
of facts in which it lies buried, construct the table of 
cases from which the effect is absent, the table where it 
is present, the table where the effect is shown in various 
degrees, so as to isolate and bring to light the condition 
which produced it.^ Tlien we shall have, not useless 
univ^al axioms, but efficacious mediate axioms, true 
laws &om which we can derive works, and which arc 
the sources of power in the same degree as the sources 

^ Ufovwn Orgtmwm, ii. 16 and 16. 



356 


THE RENAISSANCE. 


BOOK IL 


of light' Bacon described and predicted in thi^ moden. 
science and industry, their correspondence, method, 
resources, principle ; and after more than two centuries, 
it is still to him that we go even at the present day to 
look for the theory of what we are attempting and 
doing. 

Beyond this gi’eat view, he has discovered nothing. 
Cowley, one of his admirers, rightly said that, like 
Moses on Mount Pisgah, he was the first to announce 
the promised land ; but he might have added quite as 
justly, that, like Moses, he did not enter there. He 
pointed out the route, but did not travel it ; he taught 
men how to discover natural laws, but discovered none 
His definition of heat is extremely imperfect. His 
Natural History is full of fanciful explanations.*'' Like 
the poets, he peoples nature with instincts and desires ; 
attributes to bodies an actual voracity, to the atmosphere 
a thirst for light, sounds, odours, vapours, which it' 
drinks in ; to metals a sort of haste to be incorporated 
with acids. He explains the duration of the bubbles 
of air which float on tlie surface of liquids, by supposing 
that air has a very small or no appetite for height. 
He sees in every quality, weight, ductility, hardness, a 
distinct essence which has its special cause; so that 
when a man knows the cause of every quality of gold, he 
will be^able to put all these causes together, and make 
guld. In the main, with the alchemists, Paracelsus and 
Gilbert, Kepler himself, with all the men of his time, 
men of imagination, nourished on Aristotle, he repre* 
sents nature as a compound of secret and living energies, 
.inexplicable and primordial forces, distinct and indecom- 

* Novum Orgomm^ i. i. 3. 

* Naiwral History, 800, 24, etc. Atigmmtia, iii. 1. 
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posable essences, adapted each by the will of the Creator 
to produce distinct effect. He almost saw souls 
endowed with latent repugnances and occult incUna- 
tions, which aspire to or resist certain directions, certaui 
mixtures, and certain' localities. On this account also 
he confounds everything in his researches in an undis- 
tinguishable mass, vegetative and medicinal properties, 
mechanical and curative, physical and moral, without 
considering the most, complex as depending on the 
simplest, but each on the contrary in itself, and taken 
apart, as an irreducible and independent existence. 
Obstinate in this error, the thinkers of tlie age mark 
time without advancing. They see clearly with Bacon 
the w’ide field of discovery, but they cannot enter upon 
it. They want an idea, and for want of this idea they 
do not advance. The disposition of mind which but 
now was a lever, is become an obstacle: it must be 
changed, that the obstacle may be got rid of. For ideas, 
I mean great and efficacious ones, do not come at will 
nor by chance, by the effort of an individual, or by a 
happy accident. Methods and philosophies, as well as 
literatures and religions, arise from the spirit of the age ; 
and this spirit of the age makes them potent or power- 
less. One state of public intelligence excludes a certain 
kind of literature ; another, a certain scientific concep- 
tion. When it happens thus, writers and thinkers 
labour in vain, the literature is abortive, the conception 
does not make its appearance. In vain they turn one 
way and another, trying to remove the weight which 
hinders them ; something stronger than themselves 
paralyses their hands and frustrates their endeavours. 
The central pivot of the vast wheel on which human 
affairs move must be displaced one notch, that all may 
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move with its motion. At this moment the pivot was 
moved, and thus a revolution of the great .wheel begins, 
bringing round a new conception of nature, and in 
consequence that part of the method which was lacking. 
To the diviners, the creators, the comprehensive and 
impassioned minds who seized objects in a lump and in 
masses, succeeded the discuimve thinkers, the systematic 
thinkers, the graduated and clear logicians, who, dis- 
posing ideas in continuous series, lead the hearer grad- 
ually from the simple to the most complex by easy and 
unbroken paths. Descartes superseded Bacon ; the 
classical age obliterated the Eenaissance; poetry and 
lofty imagination gave w'ay before rhetoric, eloquence, 
and analysis. In this transformation of mind, ideas 
were transformed. Ever3d;hing was drained dry and 
simplified. The universe, like all else, was reduced to 
two or three notions; and the conception of nature, 
which was poetical, became mechanical. Instead of 
souls, living forces, repugnances, and attractions, we have 
pulleys, levers, impelling forces. The world, ‘which 
seemed a mass of instinctive powers, is now like a 
mere machinery of cog-wheels. Beneath this adventur- 
ous supposition lies a large and certain truth: that 
there is, namely, a scale of facts, some at the summit 
very complex, others at the base veiy simple; those 
above having their origin in those below, so that ilie 
lower ones explain the higher ; and that we must seek 
the primary laws of things in tlie laws of motion. The 
search was made, and Galileo found them. Thenceforth 
the work of the Eenaissance, outstripping the extreme 
point to which Bacon had pushed it, and at which he 
had left it, was able to proceed onward by itsdf, and 
did so proceed, without limit 
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CHAPTER JI. 

STfie i^eatre. 

We must look at this world more closely, and beneath 
the ideas which are developed seek for the living men ; 
it is the theatre especially which is the original product 
of the English Renaissance, and it is the theatre 
especially which will exhibit the men of the English Re- 
naissance. Forty poets, amongst them ten of superior 
rank, as well as one, the greatest of all artists who 
have represented the soul in words ; many hundreds of 
pieces, and nearly fifty masterpieces; the drama ex* 
tended over all the provinces of history, imagination, 
and fancy,- — expanded so as to embrace comedy, tragedy, 
pastoral and fanciful literature — to represent all degrees 
of human condition, and all the caprices of human 
invention — to express all the perceptible details of 
actual truth, and all the philosophic grandeur of general 
reflection ; the stage disencumbered of all precept and 
freed from all imitation, given \ip and appropriated 
in the minutest particulars to the reigning taste and 
public intelligence: all this was a vast and manifold 
work, capable by its flexibility, its greatness, and its 
form, of receiving and preserving the exact imprint of 
the age and of the nation.^ 

1 "The very age and body of the time, his form and pressure."— 
SPiaJlettpeare. 
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I 

Le*’- us try, theu, to set before our eyes this public, this 
audieuce, and this stage — all connected with one another, 
as in every natural and living work ; and if ever there 
was a living and natural work, it is here. Tliere were 
already seven theatres in London, in Shakspeai-e’s time, 
so brisk and universal was the taste for dramatic 
representations. Great and nide contrivances, awkward 
in their construction, barbarous in their appointments ; 
but a fervid imagination i*eadily supplied all that they 
lacked, and hardy bodies endured all inconveniences 
without difficulty. On a dirty site, on the banks of 
the Thames, rose the principed theatre, the Globe, a 
sort of hexagonal tower, surroimded by a muddy ditch, 
on which was hoisted a red flag. The common people 
could enter as well as the rich : there were sixpenny, 
twopenny, even penny seats ; but they could not see it 
without money. If it rained, and it often rains in 
London, the people in the pit, butchers, mercers bakers, 
sailors, apprentices, receive the streaming rain upon 
their heads. I suppose they did not trouHe themselves 
about it ; it was not so long since they began to pave 
the streets of London ; and when men, like these, 
have had experience of sewers and puddles, they are 
not afraid of catching cold. While waiting for the 
piece, they amuse themselves after their fashion, drink 
beer, crack nuts, eat fruit, howl, and now and then re- 
sort to their fists ; they have been known to fall upon 
the actors, and turn the theatre upside down. At 
other times they were dissatisfied and went to the tavern 
to give the poet a hiding, or toss him in a blanket; 
they were coarse fellows, and tliere was no month 
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when tlje ciy of Clubs ” did not call them out of their 
shops to exefcise their brawny arms. When the beer 
took effect, there was a great upturned barrel in the 
pit, a peculiar receptacle for general use. The smell 
rises, and then comes the cry, “Burn the juniper!” 
They burn some in a plate on the stage, and the heavy 
smoke fills the air. Certainly the folk there assembled 
could scarcely get disgusted at anything, and cannot 
have, had sensitive noses. In the time of liabelais 
there was not much cleanliness to apeak of. Remember 
that they were hardly out of the middle-age, and tliat 
in the middle-age man lived on a dunghill. 

Above them, on the stage, were the spectators able 
to pay a sliilling, the elegant people, the gentlefolk. 
These were sheltered from the rain, and if they chose 
to pay an extra shilling, could have a stool. To this 
were reduced the prerogatives of rank and the devices 
of comfort : it often happened that there were not stools 
enough ; then they lie down on the ground : this was 
not a time to be dainty. They play cards, smoke, 
insult the pit, who gave it them back without stinting, 
and throw apples at them into the bargain. They also 
gesticulate, swear in Italian, French, English;^ crack 
aloud jokes in dainty, composite, high-coloured, words : 
in short, they have the energetic, original, gay manners 
of artists, the same humour, the same absence of con- 
straint, and, to complete the resemblance, the same 
desire to make themselves singular, the same imaginative 
cravings, the same absurd and picturesque devices, 
beards cut to a point, into the shape of a fan, a spade, 
the letter T, gaudy and expensive dresses, copied from 
fiye or six neighbouring nations, embroidered, laced 

> non Jonaoii, ISvery Man in hin ffwmur ; Cynthia* s Beuds, 
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with gol^, motley, oontinually heightened in effect, or 
changed for others: there was, as it were,, a carnival in 
their brains as well as on their backs. 

With such spectators illusions could be produced 
without much trouble: there were no preparations or 
perspectives ; few or no moveable scenes : their imagi- 
nations took all this upon tliem. A scroll in big letters 
announced to the public that they were in London or 
Constantinople j and that was enough to cany the 
public to the desired place. There was no trouble 
about probability. Sir Philip Sidney writes : . 

“ You shall have Asia of the one side, and Africke of the other, 
and so many other under-kingdomes, that the Plaier when hee 
comes in, must ever begin with telling where hee is, or else the 
tale will not be conceived. Now shall you have three Ladies 
walke to gather flowers, and then wee must beleeve the stage to 
be a garden. By and by wee heare newes of sbipwracke m the 
same place, then wee are to blame if we accept it not for u 
rocke ; . . . while in the mciuie time two annies flie in, repre- 
sented with foiue swoi'des and bucklers, and then what hard 
heart will not receive it for a pitched fluid ? Now oi time ttiey 
are much more liberall. For ordinary it is, that two young 
Princes fall in love, after many traverses, shee is got with childe, 
delivered of a faire boy, hee is lost, groweth a man, falleth in 
love, and is readie to get another childe ; and all this in two 
homes space.” ' 

Doubtless these enormities were somewhat reduced 
under Shakspeare; with a few hangings, crude repre- 
sentations of animals, towers, forests, they assisted 
somewhat the public imagination. But after aH, in 
Shakspeare’s plays as in all others, the imaginatiQU 
from within is chiefly drawn upon for the machinery; 

' TAe D^e/Me ofPoime^ ed. 1629, p. 662. 
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it must lend itself to all, substitute all, accept for a 
queen a yoimg man who has just been shaved, endure 
in one act ten Changes of place, leap suddenly over 
twenty years or five hundred miles,^ take half-a 
dozen supernumeraries for forty thousand men, and to 
have represented by the rolling of the dnims all the 
battles of OsBsar, Henry V., Coriolanus, Bichard III. 
And imagination, being so overflowing and so young, 
accepts aU this ! Recall your own youth ; for my pait, 
the deepest emotions I have ever felt at a theatre were 
given to me by a strolling bevy of four young girls, 
playing comedy and tragedy on a stage in a coffeehouse ; 
true, I was eleven yeais old. So in this theatre, at this 
moment, their souls were fresh, as ready to feel every- 
thing as the poet was to dare everything. 

II. 

These are but externals ; let us try to advance 
further, to observe the passions, the bent of mind, the 
inner man : it is this inner state which raised and 
modelled the . drama, as everything else ; invisible 
inclinations are everywhere the cause of visible works, 
and the interior shapes the exterior. Wliat are these 
townspeople, courtiers, this public, whose taste fashions 
the theatre ? what is there peculiar in the structure and 
condition of their minds ? The condition must needs 
be peculiar ; for the drama flourishes all of a sudden, 
and for sixty years together, with marvellous luxuriance, 
and at the end of this time is arrested so that no effort 
could ever revive it. The structure must be peculiar ; 
for of all theatres, old and new, this is distinct in form, 
and displays a style, action, characters, an idea of life, 
which are not found in any age or any country beside 

> IFintef's TaU{ CymMiMi Jutius Cataar 
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This particular feature is the free and complete expan- 
sion of nature. 

What we call nature in men is, man such as he was 
before culture and civilisation had deformed and re- 
formed him. Almost always, when a new generation 
arrives at manhood and consciousness, it finds a code 
of precepts impose on it with all the weight and autho- 
rity of antiquity. A hundred kinds of chains, a 
hundred thousand kinds of ties, religion, morality, good 
breeding, every legislation which regulates sentiments, 
morals, manners, fetter and tame the creature of impulse 
and passion which breathes and frets within each of us. 
There is nothing like that here. It is a regeneration, 
and the curb of the past is wanting to the present 
Catholicism, reduced to external ceremony and clerical 
chicanery, had just ended; Protestantism, arrested in 
its first gropings after truth, or straying into sects, had 
not yet gained the mastery ; the religion of discipline 
was grown feeble, and the religion of morals was not 
yet established ; men ceased to listen to the direetions 
of the clergy, and had not yet spelt out the law of 
conscience. Tlie* church was turned into an assembly- 
room, as in Italy ; the >oung fellows came to St Paul’s 
to walk, laugh, chatter, display their new cloaks; the 
thing had even passed into a custom. They paid for 
the noise they made with their spurs, and this tax w:as 
a source of income to the canons ; ' pickpockets, loose 

^ Strype, in his Annals of the Btformation (3671), says : “Many 
now were wholly deported from tbo communion of the church, and 
came no more to hear divine service in their parish churches, nor re- 
ceived the holy sacrament, according to the laws of the realm.'’ 
Richui'd Baxter, in liis Life, inihlislted in 1696, says : “ We lived in a 
country that had but little preaching at all. . . . In the village 
where I lived the Reader read the Common Grayer Iwiefly ; and the 
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girls, Cfime there by crowds ; these latter struck their 
baigains whUe seiwice was going on. Imagine, in short, 
that the scruples of conscience and the severity of the 
l^ritans were at tliat time odious and ridiculed on the 
stage, and judge of the difference between this sensual, 
unbridled England, and the con'ect, disciplined, stiff 
England of our own time. Ecclesiastical or secular, we 
find no signs of inile. In the failure of faith, reason 
had notgjiined sway, and opinion is as void of authority 
as tradition. The imbecile age, which has just ended, 
continues buried in scorn, with its ravings, its verse- 
makers, and its pedantic text-books; and out of the 
liberal opinions derived from antiquity, from Italy, France, 
and Spain, eveiy one could inck and choose as it pleased 
him, without stooping to restraint or acknowledging a 
superiority. There was no model imposed on them, as 
nowadays ; instead of affecting imitation, they affected 
originality.’ Each strove to be himself, with his own 
oaths, peculiar ways, costumes, his specialties of conduct 
and humour, and to be unlike eveiy one else. They 
said not, " So and so is done,” but " I do so and so.” 
Instead of restraining they gave free vent to Lhemselves. 
There was no etiquette of society ; save for an exagge- 
rated jargon of chivalresque courtesy, they are masters 
of speech and action on the impulse of the, moment. 
You will find them free from decoriun, as of all else. 

rest of tlio day, even till dark night almost, except Eating time, was 
spent ill Dancing under a Maypole and a great tree, not fai* tiimi my 
fiither's door, where all the Town did meet together. And though one 
my father’s own Tenants was the piper, he could not restrain him 
nor break the sport So that we could not read tbe Scripture in our 
family without the great disturbance of the Taber and Pipe and noise 
in the street" 

> Ben Jonson, Iffoery Man in his ffumour. 
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In this outbreak and absence of fetters, they rfisemble 
fine strong horses let loose in the meadow^ Their in- 
born instincts have not been tamed, nor muzzled, nor 
diminished. 

On the contrary, they have been preserved intact by 
bodily and military training ; and escaping as they were 
from barbarism, not from civilisation, they had not been 
acted upon by the innate softening and hereditary 
tempering which are now transmitted with the blood, 
and civilise a man from the moment of his birth. 
This is why man, who for three centuries has been a 
domestic animal, was stHl almost a savage beast, and 
the force of his muscles and the strength of his nerves 
increased the boldness and energy of his passions. Jjook 
at these uncultivated men, men of the people, how 
suddenly the blood warms and rises to their face ; their 
fists double, their lips press together, and those vigorous 
bodies rush at once into action. The courtiers of that 
age were like our men of the people. They had the 
same taste for the exercise of thoir limbs, the .same 
indifference toward the inclemencies of the weather, the 
same coarseness * of language, the same undisguised 
sensuality. They were carmen in body and gentlemen 
in sentiment, with the dress of actors and the tastes of 
artists. "At fourtene,” says John Hardyng, "a lordes 
sonnes shalle to felde hunte the dere, and catch an 
hardynesse. For dere to. hunte and slea, and see them 
blede, ane hardyment gyfiith to his courage. ... At 
sextene yens, to werray and to wage, to juste and ryde> 
and castels to assayle . . . and every day his armuie 
to assay in fete of armes with some of meyne.” ^ 

^ The Ghranide of John Hardyng (1486), ed H. EHifl, 1812. 
Preface. 
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When ripened to manhood, he is employed with the 
bow, in wrestling, leaping, vaulting. Henry VIII.'s 
court, in its noisy merriment, was like a village fair. 
The king, says HoUnshed, exercised himself '' dailie in 
shooting, singing, dancing, wrestling, casting of the barre, 
plaieing at tlie recorders, flute, virginals, in setting of 
songs, and making of ballads.” He leaps the moats 
with a pole, and was once within an ace of being killed. 
He is so fond of wrestling, that publicly, on the field of 
the Cloth of Gold, he seized Fi’ancis 1. in his arms to try 
a throw with him. This is how a common soldier or a 
bricklayer nowadays tries a new comrade. In fact, they 
regarded gross jests and brutal buffooneries as amuse- 
ments, as soldiers and bricklayers do now. In every 
nobleman’s house there was a fool, whose business it was 
to utter pointed jests, to make eccentric gestures, horrible 
faces, to sing licentious songs, as we might hear now in 
a beer-house. They thought insults and obscenity a 
joke. They were foul-mouthed, they listened to 
Eabelais’ words undiluted, and delighted in conversation 
which would revolt us. They had no respect for huma- 
nity; the rules of proprieties and the habits of good 
breeding began only imder Louis XIV., and by imita- 
tion of the French ; at this time they all blurted out 
the word that fitted in, and that was most frequently a 
coarse word. You will see on the stage, in Shakspeore’s 
Pmde8, the filth of a haunt of vice.^ The great lords, 
the well-dressed ladies, speak Billingsgata When 
Henry V. pays his court, to Catherine of France, it is 
with the coarse bearing of a sailor who may have taken 
a fancy to a sutler ; and like the tars who tattoo a 

Aet iy. z and 4. See also the character of Calypso in Massinger ; 
Pntana in Ford ; Protslyce in Beaninont and Fletcher. 
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heart on their amis to prove their love for the gjrls they 
left beliind them, there were men who “ devpnred sulphur 
and drank urine ” ' to win their mistress by a proof of 
affection. Humanity is as much lacking as decency.* 
Blood, suffering, does not move them. The court fre- 
quents bear and bull baitings, where dogs ai*e ripped up 
and chained beasts arc- sometimes beaten to death, and 
it was, says an officer of the palace, “ a channing en- 
tertainment."* No wonder they used their anns like 
clodlioppers and gossips. Elizabeth used to beat her 
maids of honour, “so that these beautiful girls could 
often be heard crying and lamenting in a piteous man- 
ner.” One day she spat upon Sir Mathew’s fringed coat; 
at another time, when Essex, whom she was scolding, 
turned his back, she gave him a box on the ear. It 
was tlien the practice of gi'eat ladies to beat their 
children and their servants. Poor Jane. Grey was 
sometimes so wretchedly “ boxed, stmek, pinclied, and 

^ Middleton, Courtezan. 

* Commissiou given by Heniy VIII. to tlic Karl of Hertford}' 1644 : 

*‘ You are tliere to put all to fire and awo'-d ; to bum Kdiiibui|;h 
town, and to raze and deface it, when you huve aaekod it, and gotten 
what you can out of it. . . . Do what you can out of hand, and 

without long tarrying, to beat down and overthrow the castle, soek 
Holyrood- House, and as many towns and villages about Edinburgh as 
ye conveniently can ; sack Leith, iuid bum and subvert it, and all the 
rest, putting man, woman, and child to fire and sword, without excep- 
tion, when any resistance shall be mode against you ; and this done, 
pass over to the Fife land, and extend like extremities and destructions 
in all towns and villages whei-eunto ye may reach conveniently, not 
forgetting amongst all the rest, so to spoil and turn upside down the 
cardinal's town of St. .Andrew's, as the upper stone may be the nether, 
and not one stick stand by another, sparing no creature alive within 
the same, specially such os either in friendship or blood be allied to 
the cai-dinal. This journey shall succeed most to his majesty’s 
honour ” 

* Ijonebam, A OoodJ^ BelUf. 
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ill-treated in other maimers which she dare not relate ” 
that she use() to wish herself dead. Their first idea is 
to come to words, to blows, to have satisfaction. As in 
feudal times, they appeal at once to arms, and retain the 
habit of taking the law in their own hands, and without 
delay. “ On Thursday laste,” writes Gilbert Talbot to 
the Eai‘1 and Countess of Shi'ewsbury, "as my Lorde' 
Rytche was rydyuge in the streates, there was one 
Wyndam that stode in a dore, and shotte a dagge at 
him, thynkynge to have slayne him. . . . The same daye, 
idso, as Sr John Conway was goynge in the streetes, 
M**' Lodovyke GreveU came sodenly upon him, and 
stroke him on the hedd w**' a sworde. ... I am forced 
to trouble yo*^ Honors w**^ thes tryflynge matters, for I 
know no greater.” ' Ho one, not even the queen, is 
safe among these violent dispositions.^ Again, when 
one man struck another in the precincts of tlie court, 
his hand was cut off, and the arteiies stopped with a 
red-hot iron. Only such atrocious imitations of their 
own crimes, and the painful image of bleeding and 
suffering flesh, could tame their vehemence and restrain 
the uprising of their instincts. Judge now what mate- 
rials they furnish to the theatre, and what characters 
they look for at the theatre. To please the public, the 
stage cannot deal too much in open lust and the strong- 
est passions ; it must depict man attaining the limit of 
his desires, unchecked, almost mad, now trembling and 
rooted before the white palpitating flesh which his eyes 
devour, now haggard and grinding his teeth before the 

* ISth February 1587. Natbau Drake, Shaktpeare tmd his Times^ 
it p. 166. See also the same work for all these details. 

* Essejc, when struck by the queen, put his hand on the hilt of his 
sword'. 

YQL. I. 2 B 
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enemy whom he wishes to tear to pieces, ho^ carried 
beyond himself and overwhelmed at the, sight of the 
honours and wealth which he covets, always raging and 
envelop^ in a tempest of eddying ideas, sometimes 
shaken by impetuous joy, more often on the veige of 
fury and madness, stronger, more ardent, more daringly 
let loose to infringe on reason and law than ever. We 
hear from the stage as from the history of the time, 
tliese fierce murmurs : the sixteenth century is like a 
don of lions. 

Amid passions so sti-ong as these there is not one lack- 
ing. Nature appears here in all its violence, but also in 
all its fulness. If nothing had been weakened, nothing 
had been mutilated. It is the entim man who is dis- 
played, heart, mind, body, senses, with his noblest and 
finest aspirations, as with his most bestial and savage 
appetites, without tlie preponderance of any dominant 
circumstance to cast him altogether in one direction, to 
exalt or degrade him. He has not become rigid, as he 
will be under Puritanism. He is not uncrowned as in 
the Restoration., After the hollowness and weariness 
of the fifteenth century, he rose up by a second Ifirth, 
as before in Greece man had risen by a first birth; and 
now, as then, the temptations of the outer world came 
combined to raise his faculties fivm their sloth and 
torpor. « A sort of generous warmth spread over them 
to ripen and make them flourish. Peace, prosperity, 
comfort began ; new industries and increasing activity 
suddenly multiplied objects of utility and luxury tenfold. 
America and India, by their discovery, caused the 
treasures and prodigies heaped up afar over distant seas 
to shine before their eyes; antiquity re-discovered, 
sciences mapped out, the Refoimati^ begun, books 
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niultipl^d by printing; ideas by books, doubled the 
means of enjpyment, imagination, and thought. People 
wanted to enjoy, to imagine, and to think; for the 
desire grows with the attraction, and here all attractions 
were combined. There were attractions for the senses, 
in the chambers which they began to warm, in the beds 
newly furnished with pillows, in the coaches which they 
began to use for the hrst time. There were attractions 
for the imagination in the new palaces, arranged after 
the Italian manner; in the variegated hangings from 
Flanders ; in tlie rich garments, gold-embroidered, which, 
being continually changed, combined the fancies and the 
splendours of aU Europe. There were attractions for 
the mind, in the noble and beautiful writings which, 
spread abroad, translated, explained, brought in philo- 
sophy, eloquence, and poetry, from restored antiquity, 
and fi'om the surrounding Benaissances. Under this 
appeal all aptitudes and instincts at once started up ; 
the low and the lofty, ideal and sensual love, gross 
cupidity and pure generosity. Eecall what you your- 
self experienced, when fmm being a child you became a 
man: what wishes for happiness, what breadth of 
anticipation, what intoxication of heart wafted you 
towards all joys ; with what impulse your hands seized 
involuntarily and all at once every branch of - the tree, 
and would not let a single &uit escape. At sixteen 
years, hke Oh^rubin,^ we wish for a servant gM while 
we adctie a Madonna; we are capable of every species 
of covetousness, and also of every species of self-denial ; 
we find virtue more lovely, our meals more enjoyable ; 
pleasure has more zest, heroism more worth; there 
is no allurement which is not keen; the sweet- 
* A {Kige hi the Manage de Figaro^ a comedy Beaumarchais.— TR. 



372 


THE RENAISSANCE. 


BOOK II 


aess and novelty of things are too strong ; » and in 
the hive of passions which buzzes within ns, and stings 
us liko the sting of a bee, we can do nothing but plunge, 
one after another, in all directions. Such were the 
men of this time, Ilaleigli, Essex, Elizabeth, Heiny 'VIII. 
himself, excessive anti inconstant, ready for devotion 
and for crime, violent in good and evil, heroic with 
strange weaknesses, humble with sudden changes of 
mood, never vile with premeditation like the roysterers 
of the Restoration, never rigid on principle like the 
Puritans of the Eevofution, capable of weeping like 
children,^ and of dying like men, often base courtiers, 
more than once true knights, displaying constantly, 
amidst all these contradictions of bearing, only tlie 
fulness of their characters. Thus prepai*ed, tliey could 
take in everytlimg, sanguinary ferocity and refined gen^ 
erosity, the brutality of shameless debauchery, and the 
most divine innocence of love, accept all the characters, 
prostitutes and virgins, princes and mouutebaitks, pass 
quickly from trivial buffoonery to lyrical sublimities, 
listen alternately to the quibbles of clowns and the songs 
of lovers. The drama even, in order to imitate and satisfy 
the fertility of their nature, must talk all tongues, 
pompous, inflated verse, loaded with imagery, and side 
by side with this, vulgar prose ; more, it must distort 
its natural style and limits ; put songs, poetical devices, 
into the discourse of courtiers and the speeches of states- 
men ; bring on the stage the fairy world of the opera, 
as Middleton says, gnomes, nymphs of the land and sea. 
>rith their groves and their meadows; compel 'the gods 
to descend upon the stage, and hell itself to furnish its 

^ The great Chancellor Burleigh often wepl^ so harshly was he osed 
by Elizabeth. 
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world 0^ marvels. No other theatre is so complicated : 
for nowhere else do we find men so complete. 

ITT. 

In this free and universal expansion, the passions had 
their special bent withal, which was an English one, 
inasmuch as they were English. .After all, in every age, 
under every civilisation, a people is always itself. 
Whatever be its dress, goat-skin blouse, gold-laced 
doublet, black dress-coat, the five or six great instincts 
which it possessed in its forests, fifilow it in its palaces 
and offices. To this day, warlike passions, a gloomy 
huipour, subsist under the regularity and propriety of 
modem manners.^ Their native energy and harshness 
pierce through the perfection of culture and the habits 
of comfort. Rich young men, on leaving Oxford, go to 
hunt bears on the Rocky Mountains, the elephant in 
South Africa, live under canvas, box, jump hedges on 
horseback, sail their yachts on dangerous coasts, delight 
in solitude and peril. Tlie ancient Saxon, the old rover 
of the Scandinavian seas, has not perished. Even at 
school the children roughly treat one another, withstand 
one another, fight like men ; and their character is so in- 
domitable, that they need the birch and blows to reduce 
them to the discipline of law. Judge what they were 
in the sixteenth century ; the English race passed then 
for the most warlike of Europe, the most redoubtable in 
bottle, the most impatient of anything like slavery,® 

' Compare, to understand this character, the pai-ts assigned to 
Jkmea Horlonro by Riohardson, old Osbonie by Thackeray, Sir Giles 
Overreatth by Massinger, and Manly by Wycherley. 

Hentzner’s Travels ; Benvenuto Cellini. See passim^ the oos- 
tumes printed in Venice and Germany : Bellieosissimi. Froude, {. pp. 
10 , 62 . 
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"English savages” is what Cellini calls them and the 
"great shins of beef” with which they fiH themselves, 
keep up the force and ferocity of their instincts. To 
harden them thoroughly, institutions work in the same 
groove with nature. The nation is aimed, every man 
is brought up like a soldier, bound to have arms accord- 
ing to his condition, to exercise himself on Sundays or 
holidays ; from the yeoman to the lord, the old military 
constitution keeps them enrolled and ready for action.^ 
In a state which resembles an army, it is necessary that 
punishments, as in an army, shall inspire terror ; and to 
make them worse, the hideous Wars of the Hoses, which 
on every flaw of the succession to the throne are ready 
to break out again, are ever present in their recollection. 
Such instincts, such a constitution, such a history, raises 
before them, with tragic severity, an idea of life : death 
is at hand, as well as wounds, the block, tortures. The 
fine cloaks of purple which the Renaissances of the South 
displayed joyfully in the sun, to wear like a holiday 
garment, are here stained with blood, and ed'^^ed with 
black. Througl^out,^ a stem discipline, and the axe 
ready for every suspicion of treason ; great men, bishops, 
a chancellor, princes, the king’s relatives, queens, a 
protector, all kneeling in the straw, sprinkled the Tower 
with their blood ; one after the other they marched past, 
stretched out their necks; the Duke of Buckingh^, 
Queen Anne Boleyn, Queen Catherine Howard, the 
Earl of Surrey, Admiral Seymour, the Duke of Somerset, 
Lady Jane Grey and her husband, the Duke of Nor- 

* This is not so trae of the £n|^h now, if it was in the aixtesfttll 
ecntuiy, as it is of continental nations. The French lyefm are far more 
military in character than English schools. — ^T r. 

« Fronde’s of England, vola i it !fi. 



OHAP. IT. 


THE THEATRE. 


376 


thumbepland, Maiy Stewart, the Earl of Essex, all on 
the throne, oj* on the steps of the tlirone, in the highest 
rank of honours, heauty, youth, and genius ; of tlie bright 
procession nothing is left hut senseless trunks, mai'red 
by the tender mercies of the executioner. Shall I 
count the funeral pyres, the hangings, living men cut 
down from the gibbet, disembowelled, quartered,^ their 
limbs cast into the fire, their heads exposed on the 
walls ? There is a page in Holinshed which reads like 
a death register : 

“The five and twcntith daie of Maic (1535), was in saiiit 
Paulea church at London examined nineteene men and six women 
bom in Holland, whose opinions were (heretical). Fourteene of 
them were condemned, a man and a woman of them were burned 
in Smithfield, the other twelve were sent to other townes, there 
to be burnt.' On the nineteenth of June were three muoukes of 
the Charterhouse hanged, drawne, and quartered at Tibume, and 
their heads and quarters set up about London, for deuieng the 
king to be supreme head of the church. Also the one and 
twentith of the same moneth, and for the same cause, doctor John 
Fisher, bishop of Rochester, was beheaded for deiiieng of the 
Bupremacie, and his head set upon Loudon bridge, hut his bodie 
buried within Barking churchyard. The pope liarl elected him 
a eardinall, and sent his hat as far as Calais, but his head was 
off before his hat was on : so that they met not. On the sixt of 
Julie was Sir Thomas Moore beheaded for the like crime, that is 
to wit, for denieng the king to be supreme head.’/ ^ 

Hone of these murders seem extraordinary ; the chroni- 
clei^ mention them without growing indignant; the 
condemned go quietly to the block, as if the thing were 

» « Wlion his heart was torn out ho uttered a deep groan.”— Atw- 
wHonof Parry; Stryp^ iii. 25j.. 

* HoUndied, GhrofUd^ of iiL p. 79S. 
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perfectly natural. Anne Boleyn said seriously, before 
giving up her head to the executioner : praie God 

save !»he king, and send him long to reigne over you, 
for a gentler, nor a more mercifull prince was there 
never.” ^ Society is, as it were, in a state of siege, so 
incited that beneath the idea of order every one enter- 
tained the idea of the scafiFold. They saw it, the 
terrible machine, planted on all the highways of human 
life ; and the byways as well as the highways led to it. 
A sort of martial law, introduced by conquests into 
civU affairs, entered thence into ecclesiastical matters,^ 
and social economy ended by being enslaved by it. As 
in a camp,^ expenditure, dress, the food of each class, 
are fixed and restricted ; no one might stray out of his 
district, be idle, live after his own devices. Every 
stranger was seized, interrogated ; if he could not give 
a good account of himself, the parish-stocks bruised his 
limbs ; as in time of war he would have passed for a 
spy and an enemy, if caught amidst the aimy. Any 
person, says the law,^ found living idly or loiter 'u^y for 
the space of thrpe days, shall be marked with a hot 
iron on his breast, and adjudged as a slave to the man 
who shall inform against liim. This one ^'sh^ take 
the same slave, and give him braad, water, or small 
drink, and i-efuse meat, and cause him to work, by 
beating; chaining, or otherwise, in such work and labour 
as lie shall put him to, be it never so vile.” He may 
sell him, bequeath him, let him out for hire, or trade 
upon him " after the like sort as they may do of any 
other their moveable goods or chattels,” put a ring of 
iron about his neck or leg ; if he runs away and abs^ts 

* Holinshed, OhrotUeles iii. p. 797. 

' ITiider Hemy lY. and Heoiy Y. * Fronde, i. 16. * (u 15i7. 
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hims6lf.foT fourteen days, he is branded on the forehead 
with a hot iron, and remains a slave for the whole of 
his life ; if .he runs away a second time, he is put to 
death. Sometimes, says More, you might see a score 
of thieves hung on the same gibbet. In one year^ 
forty persons wei*e put to death in the county of 
Somerset alone, and in each county there were three or 
four hundred vagabonds wlio would sometimes gather 
togetlier and rob in armed bands of sixty at a time. 
Follow the whole of this history closely, the fii’es of 
Mary, tlie pillories of Elizabeth, and it is plain that 
the moral tone of the land, like its physical condition, 
is harsh by comparison with other countries. They 
have no relish in their enjoyments, as in Italy ; what 
is called Merry England is England given up to animal 
spirits, a coarse animation produced by abundant feed- 
ing, contiriued prosperity, courage, and self-reliance; 
voluptuousness does not exist in this climate and this 
race. Mingled with the beautiful popular beliefs, the 
lugubrious dreams and the cruel nightmare of witchcraft 
make their appearance. Bishop Jewell, preaching 
before the queen, tells her that witches and sorcerers 
within these few last years are marvellously increased 
Some ministers assert 

“ That they haVe had in their parish at one instant, xvq or 
xviij witches; meaning such as could worke mii'acles super 
naturallie ; that they work spells by which men pine away even 
unto death, their colour fadeth, their flesh rotteth, their speech 
is benumbed, their senses are bereft; that instructed by the 
devil, th^ make ointm^ts of the bowels and members of child- 
ren, whereby they ride in the aire, and ac^mplish all their de- 
sires. When a child is not baptized, or d^ended by the sign of 
1 Tn isee 
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the cross, then the witches catch them from their mothers sides 
in the night . . . kill them ... or after buriall steide them 
out of ^heir graves, and seeth thorn in a caldron, untill their 
flesh be made potable. . .. It is an infallible rule, that everie 
fortnight, or at the least everie moneth, each witch must kill 
one child at the least for hir part.” 

Here was somcthiDg *0 make the teeth chatter with 
fright. Add to this revolting and absurd descriptions, 
wretched tomfooleries, details about the infernal caul- 
dron, all the nastinesses which could haunt the trite 
imagination of a hideous and drivelling old woman, 
and you have the spectacles, provided by Middleton 
and Shakspeare, and whicli suit the sentiments of the 
age and the national humour. Tlie fundamental gloom 
pierces through the glow and rapture of poetry. Mourn- 
ful legends have multiplied ; every churchyard has its 
ghost; wherever a man has been murdered his spirit 
appears. Many people dare not leave their village 
after sunset. In the evening, before bed-time, men 
talk of the coach which is seen dmwn by he^less 
horses, with headless postilions and coachmen, or of 
unhappy spirits who, compelled to inhabit the plain, 
under ^e shaq) north-east wind, pray for the shelter 
of a hedge or a valley. They dream tenibly of death : 

“ To die and go we know not where ; 

To lie in cold obstruction and to rot ; 

This sensible warm motion to become 
A kneaded clod ; and the delighted spirit 
To bathe in fiery fioods, or to reside 
In thrilling redone of thiek-ribbed ice : 

, To be imprison’d in the viewless winds. 

And blown with restless violence round about 
The pendent world ; or to be worse than worst 
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^ Of those that lawless and incertain thought 
Im^ine howling : ’tie too horrible ! ” ^ 

The greatest speak with a sad resignation of the infinite 
obscurity which embraces our poor, short, glimmering 
life, our life, which is but a troubled dream;’* the sad 
state of humanity, which is but passion, madness, and 
sorrow ; the human being who is himself, perhaps, but 
a vain idiantoiii, a grievous sick man’s dream. In 
their eyes we roll down a fatal slope, where chance 
dashes us one against the otlier, and the inner destiny 
which urges us onward, only .shatters after it has blinded 
us. And at the end of all is "the silent grave, no 
conversation, no joyful tread of friends, no voice of 
lovers, no careful father’s counsel ; nothing’s lieard, nor 
nothing is, but all oblivion, dust, and endless darkness.”® 
If yet there were nothing. " To die, to sleep ; to sleep, 
perchance to dream.” To dream sadly, to fall into a 
nightmare like the nightmare of life, like that in which 
we are struggling and crying to-day, gasping with 
hoarse throat ! — this is their idea of man and of exist- 
ence, the national idea, which fills the stage witli 
calamities and despair, which makes a display of tortures 
and massacres, which abounds in madness and crime, 
which holds up death as the issue throughout. A 
threatening and sombre fog veils their mind like their 
sky, and joy, like the sun, only appears in its full force 
now and then. They are different from the Latin race, 

‘ Shakspccire, Meamre for Meaaivrt^ Xatm. 1. See also Th» TmH' 
pisti Itamlet, Maebeth. 

3 *« We are gnoh stuff 
As dreams are made on, and our little life 
Is i^nnded with a sleep.” — TemjMiti, iv. 1. 

* BeaumoQt and Fletcher, ThAtrry and Theodoret, Act iv. 1. 
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and in the common Renaissance they are regenerated 
otherwise than the Latin races. The free and full 
develo^jmpt of pure nature which, in Greece and Italy, 
ends in the painting of beauty and happy energy, ends 
here in the painting of ferocious eneigy, agony, and 
death. 

IV. 

Thus was this tlieatre produced ; a theatre unique in 
history, like the admirable and fleeting epoch from which 
it sprang, the work and the picture of this young world, 
as natural, as unshackled, and as tragic as itself. When 
an original and national drama springs up, the poets- who 
establish it, carry in themselves the sentiments wliich 
it represents. They display better than other men the 
feelings of the public, because those feelings are stronger 
in them than in other men. The passions which sur- 
round them, break forth in their heart with a harsher 
or a juster cry, and hence their voices become the voices 
of all. Chivalric and Catholic Spain had her inteipre- 
ters in her enthusiasts and her Don Quix^'tes : in 
Calderon, first a .soldier, afterwards a priest ; in Lope 
de Vega, a volunteer at fifteen, a passionate lover, a 
wandering duellist, a soldier of the Armada, finally, a 
priest and familiar of the Holy Office ; so full of fervour 
that he fasts till he is exliausted, faints with emotion 
while singing mass, and in his flagellations stains the 
walls of his cell with blood. Calm and noble Greece 
had in her principal tragic poet one of the most accom- 
plished and fortunate of her sons : ^ Sophocles, first in 
song and palaestra; who at fifteen sang, unclad, the 
paean before tlie trophy of Salamis, and who afterwards, 

^ 8* raurl koI irepl wakalirTpap xal /tovaix^pf 

riow iffTe^xiifdliOn • . . ♦tX&ftyi»oi4T«To» ital — Sekeliaat. 
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as ambassador, general, ever loving the gods and im- 
passioned for his state, presented, in his life as in his 
works, the spectacle of the incomparable liarmony which 
made tlie beauty of the ancient world, and ^hich the 
modem world will never more attain to. Eloquent and 
worldly France, in the age which caiiied the art of good 
manners and conversation to its highest pitch, finds,* to 
write her oratorical tragedies and to paint her drawing- 
room passions, the most able craftsman of words, Racine, 
a courtier, a man of the world ; the most capable, by the 
delicacy of his tact and the adaptation of his style, of 
making men of the world and courtiers speak. So in 
England the poets are in harmony with their works. 
Almost all are Bohemians ; they sprung from the 
people,^ were educated, and usually studied at Oxford 
or Cambridge, but they were poor, so that their educa- 
tion contrasts with their condition. Ben Jonson is the 
step-son of a bricklayer, and himself a bricklayer; 
Marlowe is the sou of a shoemaker; Shakspeare of a 
wool merchant; Massinger of a servant of a noble 
family .2 They live as they can, get into debt, write for 
their bread, go on the stage. Peele, Lodge, Marlowe, 
Ben Jonson, Shakspeare, Hey wood, are actors ; most of 
the details which we have of their lives are taken from 
the journal of Henslowe, a retired pawnbroker, later a 
money-lender and manager of a theatre, who gives them 
work, advances money to them, receives their manu- 
senpts or their wardrobes as security. For a play he 

1 Except Beaumont and Fletcher. 

' * Hartley Ooleridg^ in hie Introduction to the Dramatic Works oj 
MaosingeT and Ford^ says of Massinger’s father : ** Wo are not certified 
of the situation which he held in the noble household (Earl of Pem- 
broke), but we may be sure tliat it was neither menial nor mean 
Service in those days was not derogatory to gentle bii-th.” — T b. 
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gives seveu or eight potmds ; after the year 1600 prices 
lise, and reach as high as twenty or twentyrfive pounds. 
It is clear that, even after this increase, the trade of 
authoa scarcely brings in bread. In order to earn 
money, it was necessaiy, like Shakspeare, to become a 
manager, to tn’ to have a share in the property of a 
theatre; but such success is rare, and the life which 
they lead, a life of actors and artists, improvident, 
full of excess, lost amid debauchery and acts of vio- 
lence, amidst women of evil fame, in contact with 
young profligates, among the temptations of misery, 
imagination and licence, generally leads them to ex- 
haustion, poverty, and death. Men received enjo 3 rment 
from them, but neglected and despised them. One 
actor, fdr a political allusion, was sent to prison, and 
only just escaped losing his ears; great men, men in 
office, abused them like servants. Heywood, who 
played almost every day, bound himself, in addition, 
to write a sheet daily, for several years composes at 
haphazard in taverns, labours and sweats like a true 
literary hack, and dies leaving two hundred and twenty 
pieces, of which jnost are lost. Kyd, (me of the earliest 
in date, died in misery. Shirley, one of the last, at the 
end of his career, was obliged to become once more a 
schoolmaster. Massinger dies unknown; and in the 
parish register we find only this sad mention of him : 
“Philip Massinger, a stranger.” A few months after 
the death of Middleton, his widow was obliged to ask 
alma of the City, because he had left nothing. Imagin- 
ation, as Drummond said of Ben Jonson, oppressed their 
reason ; it is the common failing of poets. They wish 
to enjoy, and give themsdves wholly up to enjoyment; 
their mood, their heart governs them ; in their life, as 
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in their works, impulses are irresistible ; desire comes 
suddenly, like a ^vave, drowning i*eason, resistance — 
often even giving neither reason nor resistance time to 
show themselves.^ Many are roysterers, sad roysterers 
of the same sort, such as Musset and Muiger, who give 
themselves up to every passion, and ‘"diuwn tlieir 
sorrows in the bowl ; ” capable of the purest and most 
poetic dreams, of the most delicate and touching tender- 
ness, and who yet can only undermine their health and 
man their fame. Such are Nash, Decker, and Greene ; 
Nash, a fantastic satirist, who abused his talent, and 
conspired like a prodigal against good fortune ; Decker, 
who passed three years in the King’s Bench prison; 
Greene, above all, a pleasing wit, copious, graceful, who 
took a delight in destroying himselt’ publicly witli tears 
confessing his vices,^ and the next moment plimging 
into them again. These are mere androgynes, true 
courtesans, in manners, body, and heai't. Quitting 
Cambridge, "with good fellows as free-living as himself,” 
Greene had travelled over Spain, Italy, " in which jdaces 
he sawe and practizde such villainie as is abhominable 
to declara” You see the poor man is candid, not spar- 
ing himself; he is natural; passionate in everything, 
repentance or otherwise; above all of ever-vaiying mood ; 
made for self-contradiction ; not self-conection. On his 
return he became, in London, a supporter of taverns, 

^ See, amongst otliers, The Woman Kitted loith Kindness, by Hey- 
wood. Mrs. Frankfoili, so upright of heart, accepts Wendoll at his 
first offer. Sir Francis Acton, at the sight of her whom he visbte to 
dtshomour, and whom he hates, falls "into an ecstasy,” and dreams of 
nothing save marriage. Compare the sudden transport of Jnlie^ 
^ftomeo, Maobeth, Miranda, etc. ; the counsel of Prospero to Fernando, 
when he leaves him alone for a moment with Miranda. 

* Compare La Fie de Bohtme and Les Nvits ^Hivsr, by Muiger ; 
Oai^mion ^wn Enfami du SUeh, by A. de Musset 
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a haunter of evil places. In his Oroatsworth df Wit 
bought with a MUlixni of B&pmtaTiee he says : 

“ 1 was^round in pride, whoredom was my daily exercise, and 
gluttony with drunkenness was my onely delight. . . . After 1 
had wholly betaken me to the penning of plaies (which was my 
contiuuall exercise) I was so far from calling upon God that I 
sildome thought on God, but tookc such delight in swearing and 
blaspheming the name of God that none could thinke otherwise 
of me than that I was the child of perdition. These vanities 
and other trifling pamphlets I penned of love and vaine fantasies 
was my chiefest stay of living ; and for those my value discourses 
I was beloved of the more vainer sort of people, who being my 
continuall companions, came still to my lodging, and there would 
continue quaffing, carowsing, and surfeting with mo all the day 
long. ... If I may have my disire while I live 1 am satisfied ; 
let me shift after death as I may. . . . ‘ Hell I ’ quoth I ; 
‘ what talko you of hell to me 1 I know if I once come there 
1 shall have the company of better men than myselfe ; I shall 
also meete with some madde knaves in that place, and so long as 
I shall not sit there alone, my care is the lesse. . . . [f I feared 
the judges of the bench no more than I dread the judgments of 
God I would before I slept dive into one carles bagges or other, 
and make merrie with the shelles I found in them so long as they 
would last.’ ” 

A little later he is seized with remorse, marries, depicts 
iu delidous verse the regularity aud calm of an upright 
life ; then returns to London, spends his property and 
liis wife's fortune with " a sony ragged queane," in the 
company of ruffians, pimps, sharpers, courtesans ; drink- 
ing, blaspheming, wearing himself out by sleepless 
nights and oigies; writing for bread, sometimes amid 
the brawling and efiiuvia of liis wretched lodging, 
lighting upon tdioughts of adoration and love, worthy 
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of Bolla;^ veiy often disgusted with Iiimself, seized 
^th a fit of weeping between two meny bouts, and writ- 
ing little pidces to accuse himself, to regret liis wife, to 
convert his comrades, or to warn young people against 
the tricks of prostitutes and swindlers. He was soon 
worn out by this kind of life ; six years were enough to 
exhaust him. An indigestion arising from Ehenish 
wine and pickled hemngs finished him. If it had not 
been for his landlady, who succoured liirn, he “ would 
have perished in the Streets.” He lasted a little longer, 
and then his light went out; now and then he begged 
her “ pittifully for a penny pott of nmlmesie he was 
covered with lice, he liad but one sliirt, and when his 
own was ‘"a washing,” lie was obliged to borrow her 
husband’s. *^His doublet and hose and sword were 
sold for three shillingea,” and the poor folks paid the 
cost of his burial, four shillings for the winding-sheet, 
and six and fourpence for the burial. 

In such low places, on such dunghills, amid such 
excesses and violence, dramatic genius forced its way, 
and amongst others, that of the first, of tlie most power- 
ful, of the true founder of the dramatic school, Christo- 
pher Marlowe. 

Marlowe was an iU-regulated, dissolute, outrageously 
vehement and audacious spirit, but grand and sombre, 
with the genuine poetic frenzy; pagan moreover, and 
rebellious in manners and creed. In this universal 
‘return to the senses, and in this impulse of natural 
forces which brought on the Itenaissanco, the corporeal 
instincts and the ideas wliich hallow them, break forth 
wapetuously. Marlowe, like Greene, like Kett,^ is a 

^ The hero of one of Alfred de Hosset'e poems.— Ta. 

’ Burnt in 1589. 
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sceptic, denies God and Christ, blasphemes the Trinity, 
declares Moses "a juggler,’* Christ mote worthy of 
death than Barabbas, says that " yf ho wer to write a 
new religion, he wolde undertake both a more excellent 
and more admirable methode,” and " almost in every 
company he commetli, perswadeth men to Atliiesme.” * 
Such were tlie rages, tl)o rashnesses, the excesses which 
liberty of thought ga'V''* rise to in these new minds, 
who for the first time, after so many centuries, dared 
to walk unfettered. From liis fatlieFs shop, crowded 
with children, from the straps and awls, he found him- 
self studying at Cambridge, probably through the 
patronage of a great man, and on his return to London, 
in want, amid tlie licence of the green-room, the low 
houses and taverns, his head was in a ferment, and his 
passions became excited. He turned actor ; but having 
broken his leg in a scene of debauchery, he remained 
lame, and co\ild no longer appear on the boards. He 
openly avowed his infidelity, and a prosecution was 
begun, which, if time had not failed, would probably 
have brought liim to the stake. He made bve to a 
drab, and in tiying to stab liis rival, his hand was 
turned, so that his own blade entered his eye and his 
brain, and he died, cursing and blaspheming. He was 
only thirty years old. 

Think what poetiy could emanate from a life so 
passion&te, and occupied in such a manner! First,, 
exaggerated declamation, heaps of murder, atrocities, a 
pompous and furious display of tragedy bespattered 
with blood, and passions raised to a pitch of madness. 
All the foundations of the English stage, F(srrex tmd 

^ 1 have need Marlowe’s Work»t ed. Dyce^ 8 vola., 1850. J^ppead. 
t vol. S.— Tb. 
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Porrex. Ccemhysea, Hi&rjmymo, even the Pedicles of Shak- 
speare, reacji the same height of extravagance, magnilo- 
quence, and horror.^ It is the first outbreak of youth. 
Recall Schiller^s Bohlers, and how modem democracy has 
recognised for the fifst time its picture in the metaphors 
and cries of Charles Moor.^ So here the characters 
struggle and roar, stamp on the earth, gnash their 
teeth, shake their fists against heaven. The trumpets 
sound, the drums beat, coats of mail file past, annies 
clash, men stab each other, or themselves; speeches 
are full of gigantic threats and lyrical figures ; ® kings 
die, straining a bass voice ; " now doth ghastly death 
with greedy talons gripe my bleeding heart, and like a 
harpy tires on my life." The hero in TaTnJmrlaine the 
Great * is seated on a chariot drawn by chained kings ; 

^ See especially TiUia Andronictta, attributed to Shakapeare : there 
are parricides, mothers whom they cause to eat their children, a young 
girl who appears on tiie stage violated, with her tongue and hands out 
off. 

’ The chief character in Schiller's RobberSt a virtuous brigand and 
redresser of wrongs. — T h. 

* For in a held, whose superficies 
Is cover’d with a liquid purple veil, 

And sprinkled with the brains of slaughter'd men, 

My royal chair of state shall be advanc’d ; 

And he that means to place himself therein. 

Must armed waile up to the chin in blood. . . . 

And I would strive to swim through pools of blood, 

Or make a bridge of murder’d carcasses, 

Whose arches should be fram'd with bones of Turks, 

Kre I would lose the title of a king. 

TambiMrlaine, part ii. i. 8. 

* The editor or Marlowe’s WorkSt Pickering, 1826, says in his 
introduction : ** Both the matter and style of however, 

di^ materially from Marlowe’s other compositions, and doubts have 
more than once been suggested as to whether the play was properly 
aesqlned to him. We think that Marlowe did not write it.” Dyoe is 
of a contrary opinion.— Tn. 
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he bums towns, drowns women and cliildren, puti^men to 
the sword, and finally, seized with an inscpitable sick- 
ness, mves in nionstrofis outcries against the gods, 
whose hands afflict his soul, and whom he would fain 
dethrone. There already is the picture of senseless 
pride, of blind and murderous rage, which passing 
tlirough many devastations, at last arms against heaven 
itself. The overflowing of savage and immoderate 
instinct produces this mighty sounding verse, this 
prodigality of carnage, this display of splendours and 
exaggerated colours, this railing of demoniacal passions, 
this audacity of grand impiety. Jf in the dramas 
which succeed it. The Massam'e at Paris, The Jew oj 
Malta, the bombast decreases, the violence remains. 
Barabas the Jew maddened with hate, is thenceforth 
no longer human ; he has been treated by the Chiistians 
like a beast, and he hates them like a beast. He 
advises his servant Ithamore in the following words : 

“ Hast thou no trade ? then listen to my words, 

And I will teach thee that shall stick by thee : 

First, be thou void of these affections. 

Compassion, lofe, vain hope, and heartless fear ; 

Be mov’d at nothing, see thou pity none, 

But to thyself smile when the Christians moan. 

... I walk abroad Ornights, 

And kill sick people groaning under walls } 

Sometimes I go about imd poison wells. , . . 

Being yoimg, I studied physic, and bsgan 
To practise first upon the Italian ; 

There 1 enrich’d the priests with burials,- 
And always kept the sexton’s arms in ure 
With digging graves and ringing dead men’s knrilK « . . 

I fill’d the jails with bankrouts in a year. 

And with young orphans planted hospitals ; 
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Aqd every moon made some or other mad, 

And nov and then one hang himself for grief, 

Pinning upon his breast a long great sqioII 
How I with interest tormented him.” ' 

AH these cruelties he boasts of and chuckles over, like 
a demon who rejoices in being a good executioner, and 
plunges his victims in the very extremity of anguish. 
His daughter has two Cliristiau suitors ; and by foiled 
letters he causes them to slay each other. In despair 
she takes the veil, and to avenge himself he poisons his 
daughter and the whole convent. Two friars wish to 
denounce him, then to convert him ; he strangles the 
first, and jokes with his slave Ithamore, a cut-throat by 
profession, who loves his trade, rubs his hands with joy, 
and says: 

“ Pull amain, 

“ Tis Aeatly done, sir ; here’s no print at all. 

So, let him lean upon his staff ; excellent ! he stands as if he 
were begging of bacon.” ^ 

** 0 mistress, I have the bravest, gravest, secret, subtle, bottle- 
nosed knave to my master, that ever gentleman had.”^ 

The second friar comes up, and they accuse him of the 
murder : 

** Barahas. Heaven bless me ! wlmt, a friar a murderer ! 
When shall you see a Jew commit the like 1 
Ithamore. Why, a Turk could ha’ done no more. 

Bar. To-morrow is the sessions ; you shall to it — 

Come Ithamore, let’s help to take him hence. 

Friar. Villains, I am a sacred person ; touch me not 
Bar. The law shall touch you ; we’ll but lead you, we : 
’Las, I could weep at your calamity ! ” * 

* Marlowe’s The Jew of Malta, ii. p 276 et pamm. 

“ Ibid. iv. p. 311. ® Ibid. iii. p. 291. • IHd. iv. p. 318 
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We have also two other poisonings, an infernal n^aohine 
to blow up the Turkish garrison, a plot po cast the 
Turkish commander into a well Barabas falls into 
it himself, and dies in the hot cauldron,^ howling, 
hardened, remorseless, having but one regret, that he 
had not done evil enough. These are the ferocities of 
the middle-age ; we might find them to this day among 
the companions of Ali Pacha, among the pirates of the 
Archipelago; we retain pictures of them in the paintings 
of the fifteenth century, which represent a king with his 
court, seated calmly round a living man who is being 
flayed ; in the midst the flayer on his knees is working 
conscientiously, very careful not to spoil the skin.-^ 

AU this is pretty strong, you will say ; these people 
kill too readily, and too quickly. It is on this very 
account that the painting is a true ona For the 
specialty of the men of the time, as of Marlowe’s cha- 
racters, is the abrupt commission of a deed ; they are 
children, robust children. As a horse kicks out instead 
of speaking, so tliey pull out tlieir knives instead of 
asking an explanation. Nowadays we hardly know 
what nature is; 'instead of observing it we still retain 
the benevolent prejudices of the eighteenth century; we 
only see it humanised by two centuries of culture, and 
we take its. acquired cdm for an innate moderation. 
The fqpndations of the natural man are irresistible 
impulses, passions, desires, greeds ; all blind. He sees 
a woman, ^ thinks her beautiful; suddenly he rushes 
towards her ; people try to restrain him, he kills these 

' Up to this time, ia England, poisoners were oast into a boiling 
canldron. ’ In the Museum of Ghent 

* See in the Jva^MaUa the aednotioa of Ithamore, by BeUa]ni^^ 
% longh, but truly adiDlnble plotnxe. 
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people, •gluts his passion, then thinks no more of it, save 
when at times a vague picture of a moving lake of 
blood crosses his brain and makes him gloomy. Sudden 
and extreme resolves are confused in his mind with 
desire; barely planned, the thing is done; the wide 
interval which a Fi’euchman phices between the idea of 
an action and the action itself is not to be found here.' 
Barabas conceived murders, and straightway murders 
wer,e accomplished ; -there is no deliberation, no pricks 
of conscience ; that is how he commits a score of them ; 
his daughter leaves him, he becomes unnatural, and 
poisons her; his confidential servant betrays him, he 
disguises himself, and poisons him. Rage seizes these 
men like a fit, and then they are forced to kill. Ben- 
venuto Cellini relates how, being offended, he tried to 
restrain himself, but was nearly suffocated; and that 
in order to cure himself, he rushed with his dagger upon 
his opponent. So, in Edward IL, the nobles immediately 
appeal to arms ; all is excessive and unforeseen : be- 
tween two replies the heart is turned upside down, trans- 
ported to the extremes of hate or tenderness. Edward, 
seeing his favourite Gaveston again, pours out before 
him his treasure, casts his diguities at his feet, gives 
him his seal, himself, and, on a threat from the Bishop 
of Ooventiy, suddenly cries ; 

** Throw off his golden mitre, rend his stole, 

And in the channel christen him anew.” * 

* Nothing could he falsSr than the hesitation and aiguments of Schil- 
ler's William Tdl ; for a contrast, see Goethe’s OoeU von BerUddngen. 
In 1377, Wiclif pleaded in St. Paul’s before the Bishop of London, and 
that raised a quarrel The Duke of Lancaster, Wiclif s protector, 

” threatened to drag the bishop out of the church by the hair and 
next day the fhrions crowd sacked the duke’s palace. 

* Marlowe, Edtoard (ho Second, i. p. 178. 
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Then, when the queen supplicates : • 

“ Fawn not on me, French strumpet ! get thee gone. . . . 
bpe%k not unto her : let her droop and pine.” ^ 

Furies and liati'eds clash together like horsemen in 
battle. The Earl of Lancaster draws his sword on 
Gaveston to slay him, before the king; Mortimer 
wounds Gaveston. These iiowerful loud voices growl ; 
the noblemen will not even let a dog approach the 
prince, and rob them of their rank. Lancaster says of 
Gaveston : 

“ .... He comes not back, 

Unless the sea cast up his shipwrack’d body. 

Warwick. And to behold so sweet a sight as tliat. 
There’s none here but would run his horse to death.” ^ 

They have seized Gaveston, and intend to hang him " at 
a bough they refuse to let him speak a single minute 
with the king. In vain they are entreated ; wlien they 
do at last consent, they are sony for it; it is a prey 
they want immediately, and Warwick, seizing him by 
force, strake of[ his head in a trench ” Those are the 
men of the middle-age. They have the fierceness^ the 
tenacity, the pride of big, well-fed, thorough-bred bull- 
dogs. It is this sternness and impetuosity of primitive 
passions which praduced the Wars of the Roses, and for 
thirty years di’ove the nobles on each otlieFs swords and 
to the block. 

What is there beyond all these frenzies and puttings 
of blood? The idea of crushing necessity and inevit- 
able ruin in which everything sinks and comes to an 
end. Mortimer, brought to the block, says with a 
smile ! 

* Marlowu, Mward the Second, p. ISA 


•JbuLp. 188. 
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“ Baiie Fortune, now I see, that in thy wheel 
There is^ point, to which when men aspire. 

They tumble headlong down : that point I touch’d. 

And, seeing there was no place to mount up higher, 

"Why should I grieve at my declining fall ] — 

Farewell, fair queen ; weep not for Mortimer, 

That scorns the world, and, as a traveller, 

Goes to discover countries yet unknown.” ^ 

Weigh well these grand words ; they are a cry from the 
heart, the profound confession of Marlowe, as also of 
Byron, and of the old sea-kings. The northern pagan- 
ism is fully expressed in this heroic and mournful sigh : 
it is thus they imagine the world so long as they remain 
on Hie outside of Christianity, or as soon as they quit 
it. Thus, when men see in life, Jis tliey did, notliing but 
a battle of unchecked piissioiis, and in death but a 
gloomy sleep, perhajis filled with moumful dreams, there 
is no other supreme good but a day of enjoyment and 
victory. They glut themselves, shutting their eyes to 
the issue, except that they may be swallowed up on the 
morrow. That is the master-thought of JDoeUn' Faustm, 
the greatest of Marlowe’s dramas : to satisfy his soul, 
no matter at what price, or with what results : 

** A sound magician is a mighty god. ... 

How am 1 glutted with conceit of this ! . . . 
m have them fly to India for gold. 

Ransack the ocean for orient pearl. . . 
ni have them read mo strange philosophy. 

And tell the secrets of all foreign kings ; 
ril liave them wall all Germany with brass. 

And make swift Rhine cirdo fair Wertenberg. . . 


^ Siiward the Secondt last scenes p. 288 
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Like lions shall they guard us when we please ; , 

Like Almain rutters with their horsemen’s s^ves, 

Or Lapland giants, trotting by our sides ; 

Sometimes like women, or unwedded maids, 

Shadowing more beauty in their airy brows 
Than have the white breasts of the queen of love.” ' 

What brilliant dreaniB, what desires, what vast or 
voluptuous wishes, worthy of a Roman Csesar or an 
eastern poet, eddy in this teeming brain ! To satiate 
them, to obtain four-and-twenty years of pow’er, Raustus 
gives his soul, without fear, without need of temptation, 
at the first outset, voluntarily, so sharp is the prick 
within : 

** Had I as many souls as there be stars, 

I'd give them all for Mepliistophilis. 

By him I’ll be great emperor of the world, 

And make a bridge thorough the moving air. . . . 

Why shouldst thou not ? Is not thy soul thine own ? ” * 

And with that he gives himself full swing : h^ wants 
to know everything, to have everything; a book in 
which he can behold all herbs and trees which grow upon 
the earth ; another in which shall be drawn all the con- 
stellations and planets ; another which shall bring him 
gold when he wills it, and "the fairest courtezans 
another .whid) summons "men in armour” ready to 
execute his commands, and which holds "whirlwinds, 
tempests, thunder and lightning ” chained at his disposal. 
He is like a child, he stretches out his hands for every- 
thing shining ; then grieves to think of heU, then lets 
himself be diverted by shows : 


^ Marlowe, Doctor Faustw, L p. 9, paarim. 
* Hid, pp. 32, 29, 
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“ FqgMius. 0 this feeds my soul ! 

Lucifer. ^Tut, Faustus, in hell is all manner of delight. 
Faustus. Oh, might 1 see hell, and return again. 

How happy were I then I ” . . . .' 

He is conducted, being invisible, over the whole world : 
lastly to Rome, amongst the ceremonies of the Pope’s 
court Like a sclioolboy during a holiday, he has in- 
satiable eyes, he foigets everything before a pageant, he 
amuses himself in playing tricks, in giving the Pope a 
box on the ear, in beating the monks, in performing 
magic tricks before princes, finally in drinking, feasting, 
tilling his belly, deadening his thoughts. In his trans- 
port he becomes an atheist, and says there is no heU, 
that those ai'e " old wives ’ tales.” Then suddenly the 
sad idea knocks at the gates of his brain. 

** I will renounce this magic, and repent . . . 

My heart’s so harden’d, I cannot repent : 

Scarce can I name salvation, faith, or heaven, 

But fearful echoes thunder in mine ears, 

’ Faustus, thou art damn'd I ’ then swords, and knives, 
Poison, guns, halters, and envenom’d steel 
Are laid before me to despatch myself ; 

And long ere this I should have done the deed, 

Had not sweet pleasure conquer’d deep despair. 

Have not I made blind Homer sing to me 
Of Alexander’s love and CEnon’s death 9 
And hath not he, that built the walls of Thebes 
With ravishing sound of his melodious harp. 

Made music with my Mephistophilis ? 

Why should I die, then, or basely despair f 
1 am resolv’d > Faustus shall ne’er repent. — 
dome Mephistophilis, let us dispute again, 

And argue of divine astrology. 

^ Marlowe^ Doctor FauauCf L p 48. 
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Tell me, ai-e there many heavens above the mooij ? 

Are all celestial bodies but one globe, , 

As is the substance of this centrie earth 1 . . 

“ OiieHhing ... let me crave of thee . 

To glut the longing of my heart’s desire. . . . 

Wiis this tiie face that laimch’d a thousand shijjs, 

And burnt the tupWs towers of Ilium ? 

Sweet Helen, make uie immortal with a kiss ! 

Her lips suck forth my soul : see, where it flies !— - 
Come, Helen, come, give me my soul again. 

Here will I dwell, for heaven is in these lips. 

And all is dross that is not Helena. . . . 

O thou art fairer than the evening air 
Clad in the beauty of a thousand stars ! ” ^ 

“ Oh, my God, I would weep ! but the devil draws iu 
my tears. Gush forth blood, instead of tears 1 yea, life 
and soul ! Oh, he stays my tongue ! I would lift up 
my bauds j but see, they hold them, they hold them ; 
Lucifer and Mephistophilis.” . . . ® 

“ Ah, FaiKituB, 

Now hast thou but one bare hour t*) live. 

And then thou must be damn’d perpetually ! 

Stand still, you ever-moving spheres of heaven. 

That time may cease, and midnight never come. . . . 

The stars move still, time runs, the dock will strike. 

The devil will come, and Faustus must be damn’d. 

Oh, I’ll leap up to my God ! — ^Who pulls me down 1 — 
See, see, where Christ’s blood stt'eams in the firmament ! 
One drop would save my soul, half a drop : ah, my Christ, 
Ah, rend not my heart for naming of my Christ, 

Yet will I call on him. . . . 

Ah, half the hour is past ! ’twiU all be past anon. . . , 

^ Ibid. p. 76. 


‘ Marlowe, Doctor Fawstust p. 37. 


»iWi. p.78. 
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Let Faustus live in hell a thousand yean^ 

A hundred thousand, and at last be sav’d. , . . 

It skikes* it strikes. ... 

Oh soul, be chang’d into little water-drops, 

And fall into the oceau, ne’er be found 1 ” ^ 

There is the living, struggling, natural, personal man, 
not the philosophic type which Goethe has created, but 
a primitive and genuine man, hot-headed, hery, the slave 
of his.passions, the spoi*t of his dreams, wholly engrossed 
in the present, moulded by his lusts, contradictions, and 
follies, who amidst noise and starts, cries of pleasure 
and anguish, rolls, knowing it and willing it, down the 
slope and crags of his precipice. The whole English 
drama is here, as a plant in its seed, and Marlowe is to 
Shakspeare what Perugino was to Raphael. 

V. 

Gradually art is being formed ; and toward the close 
of the century it is complete. Shakspeare, Beaumont, 
Fletcher, Ben Jonson, Webster, Massinger, Ford, Middle- 
ton, Hey wood, appear together, or close upon each other, 
a new and favoured generation, flourishing laigely in the 
soil fertilised by the efforts of the generation which 
preceded them. Thenceforth the scenes are developed 
and assume consistency ; the characters cease to move 
all of a piece, the drama is no longer like a piece of 
statuaiy. The poet who a little while ago knew only 
how to strike or kill, introduces now a sequence of 
situation and a rationale in intrigue. He begins to 
prepare the way for sentiments, to forewarn us of events, 
to Oombine effects, and we find a theatre at last, the 

* Marlowe, Dodtor Faustus, p. 80. 
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most complete, the most life>like, and also the most 
strange that ever existed. 

We must follow its formation, and regard the drama 
when it*was formed, tliat is, in the minds of its authors. 
WJiat was going on in these minds? What sorts of 
ideas were born there, and how were they bom ? In 
the first place, they sea the event, whatever it be, and 
they see it as it is ; 1 mean that tliey liave it witliin 
themselves, with its persona ainl details, beautiful and 
ugly, even dull and gi’otesque. If it is a trial, the judge 
is there, in their minds, in his place, with his physi- 
ognomy and his warts ; the plaintiff in another place, 
with his spectacles and brief-bag ; the accused is 
opposite, stooping and remorseful ; each with his friends, 
cobblers, or lords ; tlien the buzzing crowd behind, all 
with their grinning faces, their bewildered or kindling 
eyes.^ It is a genuine trial which they imagine, a trial 
like those they Jiave seen before the justice, where they 
screamed or shouted as witnesses or interested parties, 
with their quibbling terms, their pr«>s and cons, the scrib- 
blings, the shai’p voices of the counsel, the stamping of 
feet, the crowding, the smell of their fellow-men,, and 
so forth. The endless myriads of circumstances which 
accompany and influence every event, crowd round that 
event in their heads, and not mei’ely the externals, that 
is, the, visible and picturesque traits, the details, of 
colour and costume, but also, and chiefly, the internals, 
that is, the motions of anger and joy, the secret tumult 
of the soul, the ebb and flow of ideas and passions which 
are expressed by flie countenance, swell the veins, make 
a man to grind his teeth, to clench his fists, which urge 

^ See the trial of Vittoria Coroxnbona, of Vhginia in Webeter, of 
Coriolanus and Julius Cnsar in Shakspeare. 
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him on or restrain him. They see all the details, the 
tides that sway a man, one from without, another from 
witliin, one 'through another, one witliin another, both 
together without falteiiug and without ceasing. And 
wliat is this insight but sympathy, an imitative sym- 
pathy, which puts us in another’s place, which carries 
over their agitatitins to our own breasts, which makes 
our life a little world, able to reproduce the great one 
in abstract? Like the characters they imagine, poets 
and Spectators make gestures, raise their voices, act. 
No speech or story can show their inner mood, but it 
is the scenic effect which can manifest it As some 
men invent a language for their ideas, so these act and 
mimic them; theatrical imitation and figured repi’e- 
sentation is their genuine speech : all other expression, 
the lyrical song of Aeschylus, tlie reflective symbolism 
of Goethe, the oratorical development of Racine, would 
be impossible for them. Involuntarily, instantaneously, 
without forecast, they cut life into scenes, and carry it 
piecemeal on the boards ; this goes so far, that often a 
mere character becomes an actor,^ playing a 2:)art within 
a part; the scenic faculty is tlie natural form of their 
mind. Beneath the effort of this instinct, all the acces- 
sory pai’ts of the drama come before the footlights and 
expand before our eyes. A battle has been fought; 
instead of relating it, they bring it before the public, 
trumpets and drums, pushing crowds, slaughteiing com- 
batants. A shipwreck happens ; straightway the ship 
is before the spectator, with the sailors’ oaths, the 
technical orders of the pilot. Of all the details of 

' Falstaif in Shakspean* ; the queen in Imdon^ by Oraene and 
DmAw ; Roaaliiid in Shakspeare. 
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human life,^ tavern-racket and statesmen’s councils, 
scullion’s talk and court processions, domestic '^tender* 
ness and pandering, — ^none is too small or too lofty; 
these things ex^st in life — let them exist on the stage, 
each in full, in the rough, atrocious, or absurd, just as 
they are, no matter how. Neither in Greece, nor Italy, 
nor Spain, nor France, has an art been seen which tried 
so boldly to express tlu soul, and its innermost depths 
— the truth, and the whole tmtli. 

How did they succeed, and what is this new art 
which tiumples on all ordinary rules ? It is an art for 
all that, since it is natural ; a great art, since it embraces 
more things, and that more deeply than others do, like 
the art of Rembrandt and Rubens ; but like theirs, it is 
a Teutonic art, and one wJiose every step is in con- 
trast witli those of classical art. What the Greeks 
and Romans, the originators of the latter, sought in 
everything, was charm and order. Monuments, statues, 
and paintings, the theatre, eloquence and poetry, from 
Sophocles to Racine, they shaped ail their work in 
the same mould, and attained beauty by the same 
method. In the* infinite entanglement and complexity 
of things, they grasped a small number of simple ideas, 
which they embraced in a smaR number of simple 
representations, so tliat the vast confused vegetation of 
life is presented to the mind from that time forth,, 
pruned ' and reduced, and perhaps easily embraced 
at a single glance. A square of walls with rows of 
columns all alike; a symmetrical group of draped or 
undraped forms ; a young man standing up and raising 
one arpi ; a wounded warrior who will not return to the 

^ In Webster's Duduaa of Malfi there is an sdinirable acctmdis* 
ment scene. 
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camp, though they beseech him : this, in their noblest 
epoch, *was their architecture, their painting, their 
sculpture, and their theatre. No poetry but a few 
sentiments not very intricate, always natural, not toned 
down, intelligible to all ; no eloquence but a continuous 
argument, a limited vocabulary, the loftiest ideas brought 
down to their sensible origin, so that children can under- 
stand such eloquence and feel such poetry ; and in this 
sense they are classical.^ In the hands of Ihenclinieu, 
the last inheritors of the simple art, these great legacies 
of antiquity undergo no change. If poetic genius is 
less, the structure of mind has not altered, itacine 
puts oil tlie stage a sole action, whose details he 
adjusts, and whose course he regulates; no incident, 
notliing unforeseen, no aiipendices or incongruities ; no 
secondary intrigue. The subordinate parts are effaced ; 
at the most four or five principal characters, the fewest 
possible ; the rest, reduced to the condition of confidants, 
take the tone of their mastei’s, and merely reply to them. 
All the scenes ai’e connected, and fiow insensibly one 
into ‘the other; and every scene, like tho entire piece, 
has its order and progress. The tragedy stands out 
symmetrically and clear in the midst of liuman life, like 
a complete and solitary temple which limns its regular 
outline on the luminous azure of the sky. In England 
aU is different All that the French call proportion and 
fitness is wanting; Englishmen do not trouble them- 
selves about tliem, they do not need them. There is 
no unity; they leap suddenly over twenty years, or 

^ This V), in fact, the English view of the French mind, which is 
dnnbtlcss a re^nement, many times refined, of the classical spirit Ihit 
Xf. Taine has seemingly not taken into account such products as the 
Medea on the one hand, and the works of Aristophanes and the Latin 
sensualists on the other.— T b. 

VOL. 1. 2 P 
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five hundred leagues. There are twenty scen^ in an 
act — we stumble without preparation fropi one to the 
other, from tragedy to btiifoonery; usually it appears 
as though tlie action gained no gi'ound; the different 
personages waste their time in conversation, dreaming, 
displaying their character. We were moved, anxious 
for the issue, and here they bring us in quarrelling 
servants, lovers making poetry. Even the dialogue and 
speeches, which we would think ought particularly to 
be of a regular and continuous how of engrossing ideas, 
remain stagnant, or are scattered in windings and 
deviations. At first sight we fancy we are not advanc- 
ing, we do not feel at every phrase that we have made 
a step. There are none of those solid pleadings, none 
of those conclusive discussions, which every moment 
add reason to reason, objection to objection ; people 
might say that the different personages only knew how 
to scold, to repeat themselves, and to mark time. And 
the disorder is as great in general as in particular tlrings. 
They heap a whole reign, a complete war, an entire novel, 
into a drama ; they cut up into scenes an English chro- 
nicle or an Italian novel: this is all their art; the 
events matter little; whatever they are, they accept 
them. They have no idea of progressive and individual 
action. Two or three actions connected endwise, or 
entan^ed one within another, t>\o or three incomplete 
endings badly contrived, and opened up again ; no 
machinery but death, scattered right and left and 
unforeseen : sucli is the logic of their method. The 
fact is, that our logic, the Latin, fails them. Thedr mind 
does not march by the smooth and straightforward paths 
of rhetoric and eloquence. ^It reaches the same end, 
but by other approaches. It is at once more compre- 
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hensive* and less regular than ours. It demands a 
conception more complete,- but less consecutive. It 
proceeds, not as mth us, by a line of uniform steps, 
but by sudden leaps and long pauses. It does not rest 
satisfied with a simple idea drawn from a complex fact, 
but demands the complex fact entire, with its number- 
less particularities, its interminable ramifications. It 
sees in man not a general passion — ambition, anger, or 
lovej not a pure quality — happiness, avarice, folly; 
but a character, that is, the imprint, wonderfully com- 
plicated, wliich inheritance, temperament, education, 
calling, age, society, conversation, habits, have stamped 
on every man; an incommunicable and individual 
imxDrint, which, once stamped in a man, is not found 
again in any other. It sees in the hero not only 
the hero, but the individual, with his manner of 
walking, drinldug, sweaiing, blowing his nose; with 
the tone of his voice, whether he is thin or fat;^ and 
thus plunges to the bottom of things, with every look, 
as by a minei^s deep shaft. This sunk, it little cares 
whether the second shaft be two paces or a hundred 
from the first ; enough that it reaches the same depth, 
and serves equally well to display the inner and invis- 
ible layer. Ixigic is here from beneath, not from above. 
It is the unity of a character which binds, the two 
actions of the personage, as the unity of an impression 
connects the two scenes of a drama. To speak exactly, 
the spectator is like a man whom we should lead along a 
wall pierced at separate intervals with little windows ; 
at every window he catches for an instant a glimpse of 

a new landscape, with its million details : the walk over, 

• 

^ See Coriolanm, Hotspur. The queen in HawM (▼. 2) 

nye: "He (Ham1et)'sfat, andeoantofhreaih." 
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if he is of Latin race and titiiniug, he finds a mpdley of 
images jostling in his head, and asks for a, map that he 
may recollect himself; if he is of German race and 
training, he perceives as a whole, by natural concentra- 
tion, the wide country which he has only seen piece- 
meal. Such a conception, by the multitude of details 
wliich it combines, and by the depth of the vistas 
which it embraces, is a haJi- vision which shakes the 
whole soul. What its works are about to show us is, 
witli what energy, what disdain of contrivance, what 
vehemence of truth, it dares to coin and hammer the 
human medal ; with what liberty it is able to reproduce 
in full prominence worn out characters, and tlie ex- 
treme flights of virgin nature. 

VI. 

Let us consider the different personages whicli tliis 
'art, so suited to depict real manner’s, and so apt to 
paint the living sold, goes in search of amidst the real 
manner's and the living souls of Its time and countiy. 
They are of two kinds, as befitt. the nature of the 
drama: one wliich produces tenor, the other whicli 
moves to pity; these graceful and feminine, those 
manly and violent. All the differences of sex, all the 
extremes of life, all the resources of the stage, ai'e 
embi’oeed in this contrast; and if ever there was a 
complete contrast, it is here. 

l%e reader must study for himself some of these 
pieces, or he thrill have no idea of the fury into which 
the stage is hurled; force and transport are driven 
every instant to the point of atrocity, and furHier stiU, 
if there be any further. ^Assassinations, poisonings, 
tortures, outcries of madness and rage ; no passion and 
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tio sufT^ring are too extreme for their eueigy or their 
effort. Anger is with them a madness, ambition a 
frenzy, love a delirium. Hippolyto, who has lost his 
mistress, says, "Were thine eyes clear as mine, thou 
might’st behold her, watching upon yon battlements of 
stars, how T observe them.”* Areius, to be avenged 
on Valentinian, poisons him after poisoning himself, 
and with the death-rattle in his throat, is brought to 
his enemy’s side, to give him a foretaste of agony. 
Queen Bnmhalt has panders with her on the stage, 
and causes her two sons to slay each other. Deatli 
Gveiywhere ; at the close of every play, all the great 
people wade in blood : with slaughter and butcheries, 
the stage becomes a held of battle or a churchyard.® 
Shall I describe a few of these tragedies? Tn the 
DvkG of Milan, Francesco, to avenge his sister, who has 
been seduced, wishes to seduce in liis turn the Duchess 
Mtuxjelia, wife of Sforza, the seducer; he desires her, 
he will have her; he says to her, with cries of love 
and rage : 

“ For with this arm I’ll swim tliroiigh soas of blood, 

Or make a bridge, arch’d with the bones of men. 

But I will grasp my aims in you, my dearest, 

Dearest, and best of women ! ” ® 

For he wishes to strike the duke through her, whether 
she lives or dies, if not by dishonour, at least by 
murder ; the first is as good as the second, nay l)etter, 

‘ Middleton, The Honcut JVh&re, part i. iv. 1. 

* Beaumont and Fletoher, Valentinian, Thierry and Tiuodoret. See 
Mianinger’e Pidwte, which resemble Musset’s Barherim. Its crudity, 
the extraordinary and repulaive energy, will show the difference of the 
two ages. 

’ Maadnger’s Works, erl, H. Coleridge, 1869, J>uJce of Milan, ii. 1. 
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for so he will do a greater injury. He calu;mniates 
her, and the duke, who adores her, killi^ her; then, 
being undeceived, loses his senses, will not believe 
she is dead, has the body brought in, kneels before it, 
rages and weeps. He knows now the name of the 
traitor, and at the thought of him he swoons or raves : 

‘ I’ll follow him to hell, hut I will find him, 

And there live a fourth Fury to torment him. 

Then, for this cursed hand and arm that guided 
The wicked steel. I’ll have them, joint by joint. 

With burning irons sear’d off, which I will eat, 

I being a vulture fit to taate such carrion.” ^ 

Suddenly he gasps for breath, and falls ; Francesco has 
poisoned him. The duke dies, and the murderer is led 
to torture. There are worse scenes than this ; to find 
sentiments strong enough, they go to those which 
change the very nature of man. Massinger puts on the 
stage a father who judges and condemns his daughter, 
stabbed by her husband ; Webster and Ford, a son who 
assassinates his mother; Ford, the incestuous 16ves of 
a brother and sigter.® In'esistible love overtakes them ; 
the ancient love of Pasiphae and Mynha, a kind of 
madness-like enchantment, and beneatii which the will 
entirely gives way. Giovanni says : 

“ Lost 1 I am lost ! My fates have doom’d my death 1 
The more I strive, I love ; the more I love, 

The less I hope : I see my ruin certain. . . . 

I have even wearied heaven with pray’rs, dried up 

1 Dui» pfMilm, V. 2. 

‘ Massinger, The Fatal Dowry ; Webster and Ford, A UUe Mwriker 
9f the S<mne upon the Mother (a play not extant) ; For^ ’Tie piiy eh^o 
a Whore, See also Ford's Brt^con. Eeatri, with its sublime scenes rA 
agony and madness. 
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The spring of my continual tears, even starv'd 
My veins with daily fasts : what wit or art 
Oould*couusel, I have practis’d ; but, alas I 
I find all these but dreams, and old men’s tales, 

To fright unsteady youth : I am still ^he same ; 

Or I must speak, or burst.” ' 

What transports follow t what fierce and bitter joys, 
and how short too, how grievous and mingled with 
anguish, especially for -her I She is married to another. ' 
Bead for yourself the admirable and horrible scene 
which represents the wedding night. She is pregnant, 
and Soranzo, the husband, drags her along the ground, 
with curses, demanding the name of her lover : 

** Come strumpet, famous whore ? . . . 

Harlot, mre, notable harlot. 

That with thy brazen face maintain’st thy sin. 

Was there no man in Parma to be bawd 
To your loose cunning whoredom else but 1 1 
Must your hot itch and plurisy of lust, 

The heyday of your luxury, bo fed 
Up to a surfeit, and coidcl none but [ 

Be pick’d out to be cloak to your close tricks, 

Your belly-sports ? — Now I must bo the dad 
To all that gallimaufry that is stuff’d 
In thy corrupted bastard-bearing womb ? 

Say, must 1 9 

Amiabella, Beastly man ? why, ’tis thy fate. 

I su'd not to thee. . . . 

S. Tell mo by whom.”* 

gets excited, feels and cares for nothing more, 
refuses to tell the name of her lover, and praises him 

* Ford's Works, ed. H. Coleridge, 1869, 'Tis pUyshs'sa IVkors^ i. 3. 

> im iv. 8. 
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in tlie foUowiug words. This praise in the widst of 
danger is like a rose she has plucked, and qf which the 
odonr intoxicates her : 

“ A. Soft ! 'twas not in my bargain. 

Yet somewhat, sir, to stay your longing stomach 
I am content t’ acquaint you with the man, 

The more than man, that got this sprightly boy, — 

(For 'tis a boy, and therefore glory, sir, 

Your heir shall bo a son.) 

S. Damnable monster 1 

A. Nay, an you will not hear. I’ll speak no more. 

S. Yes, speak, and speak thy last. 

A. A match, a match ? . . . 

You, w’hy you are not worthy once to name 
His name without tnie worshi]), or, indeed, 

Unless you kneel’d to hear another name him. 

S. What was he call’d ? 

A. Wo are not come t«) that ; 

Let it suffice that you shall have the glory 
To father what so brave a father got. ... 

S. Dost thou laugh ? 

Come, whore, tell me yoiu* lover, or, by truth 
I’ll hew thy flesh to shreds ; who is’t ? ” ^ 

She laughs ; the excess of shame and teri’or has given 
her courage; she insults him, she sings; so like a 
woman 1* 

“ A. (Sings) Cite morte piu dolce che morire per amore. 
S. Thus will I pull thy hair, and thus I’ll drag 
Thy lust be-leper’d body through the dust. . . . 

(HeUes her up md deem) 
A, Be a gallant hangman. . . . 

I leave revenge behind, and thou shalt feel ’t. . . . 


‘ *Tii pity she'e a Whore, Iv. S. 
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{To Vasquez.) Pish,* do not beg for me, I prize my life 
As nothing ; if the man will needs be mad. 

Why, let him take it.” * 

In the end all is discovered, and the two lovers know 
they must die. For the last time, they see each other 
in Annahella’s chamber, listening to the noise of the 
feast below which shall serve for their fnneral-feast 
Giovanni, who has made liis resolve like a madman, sees 
Anntcbella richly dressed, dazzling. He regards her in 
silence, and remembers the past. He weeps and says . 

“ These are the hmeral tears. 

Shed on your grave ; these furrow*d-up my cheeks 
When first I lov’d and knew not how to woo. . . . 

Give me your hand : how sweetly life doth nm 
In these well-colour'd veins ! How constantly 
These palms do promise health ! . . . 

Kiss me again, forgive me. . . . Farewell.” * . . . 

He then stabs her, enters the banqueting room, with her 
heart upon his dagger : 

“ Soranzo see this heart, which was thy wife’s. 

Thus I exchange it royally for thine.” ® 

He kills him, and casting himself on the swords of 
banditti, dies. It would seem that tragedy could go 
no further. 

But it did go further ; for if these are melodramas, 
they are sincere, composed, not like those of to-day, by 
Grub Street writers for peaceful citizens, but by impas- 
sioned men, experienced in tragical arts, for a violent, 
over-fed melancholy race. J^m Shakspeare to Milton, 
Swift, Hogarth, no race has been more glutted with coarse 

* 'TUfUy ft WTum^ iv. 8. “ Rid. v. 5. • Rid, v. 6. 
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expressious and horrors^ and its poets supply them plenti- 
fully ; Ford less so than Webster ; the latter a sombre 
man, whose thoughts seem incessantly to be haunting 
tombs and chamel-housea " Places in court," he says, 
are but like beds in the hospital, where this man’s head 
lies at that man’s foot, and so lower and lower." ^ Such 
are his images. No one has equalled Webster in creat- 
ing desperate characters, utter wretches, bitter misan- 
thropes,^ in blackening and blaspheming human life, 
above all, in depicting the shameless depravity and 
refined ferocity of Italian manners.^ The Duchess of 
Mali! has secretly married her steward Antonio, and 
her brother learns that she has children ; almost mad'* 
with rage and wounded pride, he remains silent, wait- 
ing until he knows the name of the father; then he 
arrives all of a sudden, means to kill her, but so that 
she shall taste the lees of death. She must suffer much, 
but above all, she must not die too quickly ! She must 
suffer in mind ; these gi'iefs are worse than the body’s. 
He sends assassins to kill Antonio, and meanwhile comes 
to her in the dark, with affectionate words ; protends to 
• 

* Webster's Works, ed. Dyce, 1867, Dw^eas of Ala^ i. 1. 

^ The characters of Bosoln, Fiamimo. 

* See Stendhal Chronicles of Italy, The Genet, The Dvxhaaa qf Ifal- 
liana, and all the biographies of the time ; of Boigias, of Bianoa 
Gapello, of Vittoria Accoramboni. 

^ Ferdinand, one of the brothers, says (ii. 6) : 

" I would have their bodies 
Burnt in a coal-pit with the ventage stopp’d, 

That their curs'd smoke might not ascend to heaven ; 

Or dip the sheets they lie in in piteh or sulphur. 

Wrap them iu’t, and then light them as a match ; 

Or tHae to-boil their bastard to a cullia, 

And give’t his lecherous father to renew 
The sin of his hacL *’ 
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be reconciled, and suddenly shows hei* waxen figures, 
covered with wounds, whom she takes for her slaughtered 
husband and children. She staggers under the blow, 
and remains in gloom without crying out. Then she 
says: 

“ Good comfortable fellow, 

Persuade a wretch that’s broke upon the wheel 
To have all his bones new set ; entreat bim live 
To be executed again. Who must despatch me f . . . 
Boaola, Come, be of comfort, I will save your life. 
JDudiasj Indeed, I have not leisure to tend 
So small a business. 

JS. Now, by my life, I pity you. 

D, Thou art a fool, then. 

To waste thy pity on a thing so wretched 
As cannot pity itself. I am full of daggers." ^ 

Slow words, spoken in a whisper, as in a dream, or as 
if she were spcaldng of a third person. Her brother 
sends to her a company of madmen, who leap and howl 
and rave around her in mournful wise ; a pitiful sight, 
calculated to unseat the 1*60300 ; a kind of foretaste of 
hell She says nothing, looking upon them ; her heart 
is dead, her eyes fixed, with vacant stare : 

Cariola. What think yon of, madam 7 
DucJmii. Of nothing: 

When I mn.se thus, I sleep. 

0. Like a madman, with your eyes open 7 
D, Dost thou think we shall know one another 
lu the other world 7 
G. Yes, out of question. 

D. 0 that it were possible we might 
But hold some two days’ conference with the dead I 

> JDuehusqfAfoGi, iv. 1. 
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From them 1 should learu somewhat, I am sure, , 

I never shall know here. Til tell thee a minusle ; 

I am not mad yet, to my cause of sorrow : 

The heaven o’er my head seems made of molten brass, 

The earth of flaming sulphur, yet I am not mod. 

I am acquainted with sad misery 

As tlie tanii’d galley-slave is with his oar.” ^ . 

In this state, the limbs, like tliose of one who has been 
newly executed, still quiver, but the sensibility is worn 
out; the miserable body only stii’s mechanically; it 
has suffered too much. At last the gi-avedigger comes 
with executioners, a coffin, and they sing before her a 
funeral dii^e: 

**Ducheii. Farewell, Oariola . . . 

I pray thee, look thou giv’st my little boy 

Some syrup for his cold, and let the girl 

Say her prayera ere she sleep.— Now, what you please: 

What death ? 

Bosokb. Strangling; here are your executioners. 

D. I forgive them : 

The apoplexy, catarrh, or cough o’ the lungs 
Would do as much as they do. . . . My body 
Bestow upon my women, will you ? . . . 

Go, tell my brothers, when I am laid out, 

They then may feed in quiet.” ^ 

« 

After the mistress the maid; the latter cries and 
Btniggles : 

** Oariola, I will not die ; I must not ; I am contracted 
To a young gentleman. 

Exeeviiontr. Here’s your weddiiHt I'ing* 

> DuOben qfliaJfi, hr. 2. • Thtd. 
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JJ. If you kill mo now, 

I am dainn’d. I have not been at confession 
This two years. 

B. When?' 

C. I am quick with child.” ^ 

They stiungle her also, and the two children of the 
duchess. Antonio is assassinated; tlio cardinal and 
his mistress, the duke and his conlidaut, ai'o poisoned 
or butchered; and the solemn words of the dying, in 
the midst of this butchery, utter, tis from funereal 
trumpets, a general curse ux)on existence : 

“ We are only like dead walls or vaulted graves, 

That, ruin’d yield no echo. Fare you well. . . . 

0, this gloomy world ! 

In what a shadow, or deep pit of darkness, 

Doth womanish and fearful mankind livo ! ” ^ 

‘‘ In all our quest of greatness, 

Like wanton boys, whose pastime is their care, 

We follow after bubbles blown in the air. 

Pleasure of life, what is’t ? only the good hours 
Of an ague ; merely a preparative to rest, 

To endure vexation. . . . 

Whether we fall by ambition, blood, or lust, 

Like diamonds, we are cut with our own dust.”^ 

You will find nothing sadder or greater from the Edda 
to Lord Byron. 

We can well imagine what powerful characters aro 
necessaiy to sustain these terrible dramas. All these 
personages are ready for extreme acts; their resolves 
break forth like blows of a sword ; we follow, meet at 

' **When,” an exclamation of impatience, etiuivalent to "make 
haste,” very common among the old English dramatists. — Tn. 

■ Duehen of ifaljl, Iv. 2. > Ibfd, v. 6. * [bid. v. 4 and 6. 
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every change of scene their glowing eyes, wan lips, the 
starting of their muscles, the tension of their whole 
frame. Their powerful will contracts their violent 
hands, and their accumulated passion breaks out in 
thunder-bolts, wliicli tear and ravage all around them, 
and in their own liearts. We know them, the heroes 
of this tragic population. lago, Richard III., Lady Mac- 
beth, Othello, Coriolanus, Hotspur, full of genius, courage, 
desire, generally mad or criminal, always self-driven to 
the tomb. There are as many around Shakspeare as 
in his own works. Let me exhibit one character mote, 
written by the same dramatist, Webster. No one, 
except Shakspeare, has seen further into the depths of 
diabolical and unchained nature. The “ Wliite Devil ” 
is the name which he gives to hie heroine. His 
Vittoria Corombona receives as her lover the Duke of 
Brachiano, and at the'first interview dreams of the issue : 

“ To pass away the time, I'll tell your grace 
A dream I had last night.” 

It is certainly well related, and still better chosen, of 
deep meaning and very clear import. Her brother 
Flaminio says, aside : 

" Excellent devil 1 she hath taught him in a dream 

To make away his duchess and licr husband.” ^ 

• 

S(^ her husband, Camillo, is strangled, the Duchess 
poisoned, and Vittoria, accused of the two crimes, is 
brought before the tribunal Step by step, like a soldier 
brought to bay with his back against a wall, she defends 
herself, refuting and defying advocates and judges, 
incapable of blenching or quailing, clear in mind, ready 

* Viitorta tSwtmJma, 1 8. 
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in woixH, amid insults and proofs, even menaced with 
death on tl\e scafibld. The advocate begins to speak 
in Latin. 

“ Vittoria. Pray my lord, let him speidc his usual tongue ; 
I'll maJie no answer else. 

Franciseo de Medieis. Why, you understand Latin. 

V. I do, sir 3 but amonpt this auditory 
Wliich come to hear iny cause, the half or more 
May be ignorant in’t.” 

She wants a duel, bare-breasted, in open day, and chal- 
lenges the advocate : 

“ 1 am at the mark, sir : I'll give aim to you. 

And tell you how near you shoot.” 

She modes his legal pliraseology, insults him, with 
biting irony : 

“ Suieb', my lords, this lawyer here hath swallow’d 
Some polhccarics’ bills, or proclamations ; 

And now the hard and uudigestible words 
Oome up, like stones we use give hawks for pliysic : 

Why, this is Welsh to Latin.” 

Then, to the strongest adjuiutiou of the judges : 

“ To the point, 

Find me but guilty, sever head from body, 

We’ll part good friends j I scorn to liold my life- 
At yours, or any man’s entreaty, sir. . . . 

These ai‘e but feigned shadows of my evils : 

Terrify babes, my lord, with painted devils ; 

1 am past such needless palsy. For your names 
Of whore and murderess, they proceed from you, 

As if a man should spit against the ni ind ; 

The filth i*etuni8 iii’s faca” ^ 

1 Webster Dyce, 1857, ViUoria Ooromhonot p. 20-2L 
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Argument for argument: she has a parry for every 
blow : a parry and a thrust : ^ 

“ But take you your course: it seems you have beggar’d me first, 
And now would fain undo me. I have houses, 

Jewels, and a poor remnant of crusadoes : 

Would those would make you charitable ! ” 

Then, in a harsher voice : 

“In faith, my lord, you might go pistol flies ; 

The sport would be more noble.” 

They condemn her to be shut up in a house of con- 
vertites : 

“ K A house of couvertites 1 What’s that ? 

Montieelso. A house of penitent whores. 

K. Do the noblemen in Rome 
Erect it for their wives, that 1 am sent 
To lodge there 1” ^ 

The sai’casm comes home like a sword-thrust; then 
aiiotlier behind it; then cries and curses, .ihe will 
not bend, she will not weep. She goes off erect, bitter 
and more haughty than ever : 

“ I will not weep ; 

No, 1 do scorn to call up one poor tear 

To .fawn on your iidustice : bear uie hence 

Unto this house of — . what’s your mitigating title ? 

Mont, Of convertites. 

V. It shall not he a house ot convertites ; 

My mind shall make it honester to me 
Than the Pope’s palace, and more peaceable 
Than thy soul, though thou art a cardinal.” ^ 


* Vittoria Comn^ia, iii. 2, p. 28. 


■ JWJ.’p. 24. 
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Against, her furious lover, who accuses her of unfaith- 
fulness, she .is as strong as against her judges; she 
copes with him, casts in his teeth the death of his 
duchess, forces him to beg pardon, to many her; she 
will play the comedy to the end, at the pistol’s mouth, 
with the shamelessness and coumge of a courtesan and 
an empress;' snared at last, she will he just as brave 
and more insulting when the dagger’s point tlireatens 
her : 

“ Yes, 1 shall welcome death 
As princes do some great ambassadors ; 

I'll meet thy weapon half way. . . . 'Twas a manly blow ; 
The next thou giv’st, inm*der some sucking infant ; 

And then thou wilt be famous.” ^ 

When a woman unsexes herself, her actions transcend 
man’s, and there is nothing which she will not sulfer 
or dare. 

VTT. 

Opposed to this band of tragic characters, with their 
distorted features, brazen fronts, combative attitudes, 
is a troop of sweet and timid figures, pre-eminently 
tender-hearted, the most graceful and lovewmthy, whom 
it has been given to man to depict. In Shakspeare 
you will meet them in Miranda, Juliet, Desdemona, 
Viigllia, Ophelia, Cordelia, Imogen; but they abound 
also in the others ; and it is a characteristic of the race 
to have furnished them, as it is of the drama to have 
represented them. By a singular coincidence, the 
women are more of women, the men moi'e of men, here 
than elsewhere. The two natures go each to its ex- 

‘ Compare Mmo. Marneffe in Balzac’s La Omsine BeUe. 

* ViUorta Oimmdona, y. last scene, pp. 49-50. 
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treme : in the one to boldness, the spirit of eijterprise 
and resistance, the warlike, imperious, an(l unpolished 
character ; in the other to sweetness, devotion, patience, 
inextinguishable affection,^ — thing unknown in dis- 
tant lands, in France especially so: a woman in 
England gives herself without drawing back, and places 
her glory and duty in obedience, foigiveness, adoration, 
wishing and professing only to be melted and absorbed 
daily deeper and deeper in him whom she has freely 
and for ever chosen.^ It is this, an old German instinct, 
which these great painters of instinct diffuse here, one 
and all: Pentliea, Dorothea, in Ford and Greene; 
Isabella and the Duchess of Haiti, in Webster; Bianca, 
Ordella, Aretliiisa, Juliana, Eupln*asia, Amoret, and 
others, in Beaumont and hletcher : tliere are a score of 
them who, under the severest tests and the strongest 
temptations, display this wonderful power of self-aban- 
donment and devotion.^ The soul, in this race, is at 
once primitive and serious. Women keep their purity 
longer than elsewhere. They lose respect less ({uickly ; 
weigh worth and characters less ‘'iiddenly: they are 
less apt to think evil, and to take the measure of their 
husbands. To this day, a gi'eat lady, accustomed 
to company, blushes in the presence of an unknown 

^ Hence the happiness and strength of the marriage tie. In France 
it is hut tfn association of two comrades, tolerably alike and tolerably 
equal, which gives rise to endless distmbauce and bickering. 

’ See the repiesentation of this character throughout English and 
German literstuie. Stendhal, an acute observer, saturated with Italian 
and French mprals and ideas, is astonished at this phenomenon. He 
undaXstands nothing of this kind Of devotion, ''this slavery which 
Ba^Ush husbands hare had the wit to impose on their wives under the 
nenm of duty." These are *'the manners of a seraglio." See also 
CorinnBt by Madame de Stadl. 

* A perfect 'woman idready : meek and patient.— H bvwooi). 
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maiJ, aad feels bashful like a little girl : the blue eyes 
are dropt, and a child-like shame Hies to her rosy cheeks. 
English women have not the smartness, the boldness of 
ideas, the assurance of bearing, the precocity, which 
with the French make of a young girl, in six months, 
a woman of intrigue and the queen of a drawing-room.^ 
Domestic life and obedience ai-e more easy to them. 
More pliant and more sedentary, they are at the same 
time more concentrated and introspective, more disposed 
to follow the noble dream called duty, which is hardly 
generated in mankind but by silenc-e of the senses. 
They are not tempted by the voluptuous sweetness 
wliich in southern countries is breathed out in the 
climate, in the sky, in the general spectacle of things ; 
wliich dissolves every obstacle, which causes privation 
to bo looked upon as a snare and virtue as a theoiy. 
They can rest content with dull sensations, dispense 
Nrith excitement, endure weariness ; and in this mono- 
tony of a regulated existence, fall back upon themselves, 
obey a. pure idea, employ all the strength of their hearts 
in maintaining their moral dignity. Thus supported 
by innocence and conscience, they intinduce into love 
a profound and upright sentiment, abjure coquetry, 
vanity, and flirtation: they do not lie nor simper. 
When tliey love, they are not tasting a forbidden- fruit, 
but are binding themselves for their whole life. Thus 
understood, love becomes almost a holy thing; the 
spectator no longer wishes to be spiteful or to jest; 
women do not think of their own happiness, but of 
that of the loved ones ; tliey aim not at pleasure, but 

^ Soe, by way of ooiitrost, all Moli^re’s women, so French ; even 
A|ipies and little Lonison. 
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at devotion. Enpliraaiji, relating her history to Phil- 
aster, says : 

“ My father oft would speak 
Your worth and virtue ; and, as I did grow 
More and more apprehensive, I did thirst 
To see the man so prais’d ; hut yet all this 
Was hilt a maiden longing, to he lost 
As soon as found ; till sitting in my window, 

Printing my thoughts in lawn, I saw a god, 

I thought, (hut it was you) enter our gates. 

My blood Hew out, and hack again os fast. 

As I had puft’d it forth and suck’d it in 
Like breath : Then was I call’d away in haste 
To entertain you. Never was a man. 

Heav’d from a sheep-cote to a sceptre, rais’d 
So high in thoughts as I : You left a kiss 
Upon these lips then, which 1 mean to keep 
From you for ever. I did hear you talk. 

Far above singing ! After you were gone, 

I giew acquainted W'ith my heart, and search’d 
What stirr’d it so : Alas I 1 found it love ; 

Yet far from lust ; for could I hut h&ve liv’d 
In presence of you, I had had my end.” ^ 

She had disguised herself as a page,^ followed him, was 
his servant ; what greater happiness for a woman than 
to serve on her knees the' man she loves? She 

9 

let him scold her, threaten her with death, wound her. 

“ Blest be that hand ! 

It meant me well. Again, for pity’s sake ! ” ^ 

Do what he will, nothing but words of tenderness and 

1 Beaumont and' Fletcher, Worka cd. G. Colman, 8 vols., 1811, 
Phil(uitei\ v. 

> like Kaled in Byron’s Lara. 


’ Philaaer, iv. 
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adoration can proceed from this heart, these wan lips. 
Moreover, she takes upon herself a crime of which he is 
accused, contradicts him when he asserts his guilt, is 
ready to die in his place. Still more, she is of use to 
him with the Princess Arethusa, whom he loves ; she 
justifies her rival, brings about their mamage, and asks 
no other thanks but that she may serve them both. 
And strange to say, the princess is not jealous. 

“ Euphrasia. Never, Sir, will I 

Marry ; it is a thing within my vow : 

Blit if 1 may have leave to serve the princes.s, 

To see the virtues of her lord and licr, 

I shall have hope to live. 

Areihusa. . . . Come, live with mo ; 

Live free as I do. She that loves my lord, 

Curst he the wife that hates her ! ’ 

What notion of love have they in this country ? 
Whence happens it that all selfishness, all vanity, all 
luncour, every little feeling, either personal or base, flees 
at its approach ? How comes it that tlie soul is given 
up wholly, without hesitation, without reserve, and only 
dreams thenceforth of prostrating and annihilating itself, 
as in the presence of a god ? Biancha, thinking Cesario 
ruined, offei'S herself to him as his wife ; and. learning 
that he is not so, gives him up straightway, without a 
murmur : 

“ Biancha. So dearly I respected both your fame 
And quality, that I would first have perish’d 
In my sick thoughts, than e’er have given consent 
To have undone your fortimes, by inviting 
A marriage with so mean a one as I am : 


* Philastsr^ v. 
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I should liare died sure, aud no creature known , 

The sickness that had kill’d me. . . . Now sjnce I know 
There is no difierence ’twixt >our hiii;!! aud mine,. 

Not much ’twixt our estates (if any be, 

The advantage is on my side) I come willingly 
To tender you the first-fruits of my heart, 

Aud am content t’ accept you for my husband, 

Now when you are at lowest . . . 

Gesario. Why, Biaticha, 

Report has cozen’d thee ; 1 am not fallen 
From my expected honoum or possessions, 

Tho’ from the hope of biith-right. 

B Are you not ? 

Then I am lost again ! I have a suit too ; 

You’ll grant it, if you be a good man. . . . 

Pray do not talk of aught what I have said t’ye. . . 

. . . Pity me ; 

But never love me more ! . . . I’ll pray for you. 

That you may have a virtuous wife, a fair one ; 

And when I’m dead ... C, Fy, fy ! B. Think on mo 
sometimes, 

With mercy for this trespass ! O'. Let us kiss 

At parting, as at coming 1 B. This I have 
As a free dower to a virgin’s grave. 

All goodness dwell with you ! ” ' 

Isabella, Brachiauo’s duchess is betrayed, insulted by 
her faitlil^ss husband ; to shield him from the vengeance 
of her family, she takes upon herself the blame of the 
rupture, purposely plays the shrew, and leaving him at 
peace with bis courtesan, dies embracing his picture. 
Arethusa allows herself to be wounded by Philaster, 
stays the people who would hold back the murderer^s 
ann, declares that he has done nothing, that it is not 

1 Beaumont wd Fletcher, The Fair Maid iffihe Inn, iv. 
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he^ pra^s for him^ loves him in spite of all, even to the 
end, as though all his acts were sacred, as if he had 
power of life and death o’^er her. Ordella devotes her- 
self, that the king, her husband, may have children;' 
she offers herself for a sacrifice, simply, without grand 
words, with her whole heart : 

“ Ordella. Let it be what it may then, what it dare, 

I have a mind will hiizard it. 

Thierry. Bnt, hark you ; 

What may that woman merit, makes this blessing ? 

0. Only her duty, sir. T. ’Tis terrible ! 

0. ’Tis so much the more noble. 

T, ’Tis full of fearful shadows ! 0. So is sleep, sir, 

Or aiiythiTig that’s merely ours, and mortal ; 

We were begotten gods else : but those fears, 

Feeling but once the fires of nobler thouglits. 

Fly, like the shapes of clouds we form, to nothing 

T. Suppose it death ! 0. I do. T. And endless parting 

With all we can call ours, with all our sw'eetness. 

With youth, strength, pleasure, people, time, nay reason ! 
For in the silent grave, no conversation. 

No joyful tread of friends, no voice of lovera, 

No carefid father’s counsel, nothing’s heard, 

Nor nothing is, but all oblivion, 

Dust and an endless darkness : and dare you, woman. 
Desire tliis place ? 0. ’Tis of all sleeps the sweetest : 
Ohildren begin it to us, strong men seek it. 

And kings from height of all their painted glories 
Fall, like spent exhalations, to this centre. . . . 

T. Then you can sufl’er f 0. As willingly as say i* 

T. Martell, a wonder 1 

Here is a woman that daies die. — Yet, tell me, 

' Buiuiruont and Fletcher, Thierry and Theodoret, The J/aiViV 
Trayedyt Phikud&r. See also the part of Lucina in ralerUiman. 
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Arc you a wife ? 0. I am, sir. T. And have cliiidi^iil — 
She sighs and weeps ! 0. Oh, none, sir. T. Dare you venture 
For a poor barren praise you ne’er shall hear, 

To i\*rt with these sweet hopes ? 0. With ail but Heaven.” ^ 

Is not this prodigious ? Can you understand how one 
human being can thus lie separated from herself, forget 
and lose herself iu another? They do so lose them- 
selves, as in an abyss. When they love in vain and 
without hope, neither reason nor life resist ; they lan- 
guish, grow mad, die like Ophelia. Aspasia, forloru, 

“ Walks discontented, with her watry eyes 
Rent on the earth. The unfrequented woods 
Are her delight ; and wheu she sees a bank 
Stuck full of flowers, she with a sigh Avill tell 
Her servants what a pretty place it were 
To bury lovere in j and make her maids 
Pluck ’em, and stroAV her over like a corse. 

She carries with her an infectious giicf. 

That strikes all her beholders ; she will sing 
The mournfurst things that ever ear hath heard, 

And sigh and sing again ; and when the rest 
Of our youn^j ladies, in their wanton blood. 

Tell mirthful tales in course, that fill the room 
With laughter, she will with so sad a look 
Bring forth a story of the silent death 
Of some forsaken virgin, which her grief 
Will put in such a phrase, that, ere she end, 

She’ll send them weeping one by one away.” ^ 

Like a spectre about a tomb, she wanders for ever about 
the remains of her destroyed love, languishes, grows pale, 
swoons, ends by causing herself to be killed. Sadder 


* Thierry and Theod/oret, iv. •!. 

^ Beaumont and Fletcher, The MadtPe Tragedy^ i. 
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still £u*e those who, from duty or submission, allow 
themselves .to bo maiTied, wliile their heart belongs to 
another. They are not 'resigned, do not recover, like 
r.iuline ill Polyewte. They are crushed to death. Pen- 
thea, in Ford’s Broken Heart, is as upright, but not so 
strong, as Pauline; she is the English wife, not the 
Homan, stoical and calm.' She despairs, sweetly, 
silently, and pines to death. In her innermost heart 
she holds herself married to him to whom she has 
pledged her soul : it is the mamage of the heart which 
in her eyes is alone genuine ; the other is only disguised 
adultery. Tn marrying Bassanes she lias sinned against 
Orgilus ; moral infidelity is worse than legal infidelity, 
and thenceforth she is fallen in her own eyes. She says 
to her brotlier : 

“ I’ray, kill mi*. . . . 

Kill, me, pray ; nay, will ye ? 

Ithocles. How does thy lord esteem thee 1 P. Such an one 
Ah only you have made me ; a faith-hreakei*, 

A spotted whore ; forgive me, I am one — 

In act, not in desires, the gods must witness. . . . 

For she that’s wife to Orgilus, and lives 
In known adultery with Bassanes, 

Is, at the best, a whore. Wilt kill me now / . . . 

The handmaid to the wages • 

Of country toil, drinks the untroubled streams ' 

' Pauline says, in Corneille’s Polymete (iii. 2) : 

“ Avant qn’abandonnor mon dme k mes douicnrs, 

11 me faut essayer la force de mes pleurs ; 

Kn quality de femme ou de hlle, j’esp^re 
Qn’ils vaincront un ^poox, ou fl^chiront un pkre. 

Que si sur Pun et Pautre ils roanquent de pouvoir, 

Je ne prendrai conseil quo do mon d^saspoir. 

Apprends-moi cependant ee qn’ils ont fait an temple. " 

We could not find a more reasonable and reasoning woman. Su with 
Eliaiite, and Henriette. in Moliire. 
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Witb leaping kids, and with the bleating lanibs, , 

And so allays her thirst secure ; whiles I 
Quench my hot sighs with fieetings of my tears. 

With tragic greatness, from the height of her incurable 
grief, she throws her gaze on life : 

“ My glass of life, sweet princess, hath few minutes 
Remaining to run down , the sands are spent ; 

For by an inward messenger I feel 

The summons of departure short and certain. . . Glories 

Of huniau greatness are but pleasing dreams, 

And shadows soon decaying ; on the stage 
Of my mortality, my youth hath acted 
Some scenes of vanity, drawn out at length 
By varied pleasures, sweeten'd in the mixture. 

But tragical in issue. . . . That remedy 
Must be a windiiigHsheet, a fold of lead, 

And some uutrod-on corner in the earth.” - 

There is no revolt, no bitterness ; she affectionately as- 
sists her brotlier who has caused her unhappiness ; she 
tries to enable him to win the woman he loves ; femi- 
nine kindness and> sti^eetness overflow in her in the 
depths of her despair. Love here is not despotic, 
passionate, as in southern climes. It is only deep and 
sad; the source of life is dried up, that is all; she 
lives no longer, because she cannot ; all go by degrees 
— ^health, leason, soul ; in the end she becomes mad, 
and behold her dishevelled, with wide staring eyes, with 
words that can hardly find utterance. For ten days 
she has not slept, and wiU not eat any more; and the 
same fatal thought continually afilicts her heart, amidst 
vague dreams of* maternal tenderness and . happiness 

* Ford’s Broken Heart iii. 2. * BM. ill & 



CHAP.’II. 


THE THEATRE. 


427 


brought to nought, which come and go in her mind like 
phantoms: • 

“ Sure, if we were all sirens, we should sing pitifully. 

And *twere a comely music, when in parts 
One sung another’s knell ; the turtle sighs 
When he hath lost his mate ; and yet some say 
He must he dead first : 'tis a fine deceit 
To pass away in a dream ! indeed, I’ve slept 
AYith mine eyes open,, a great while. No falsehood 
Equals a broken faith ; there’s not a hair 
Sticks on my head, but, like a leaden plummet. 

It sinks me to the grave : 1 must creep thither ; 

The journey is not long. . . . 

Since I was first a wife, I might have been 
Mother to many pretty prattling babes ; 

They would have smiled when I smiled ; and, for certain, 
r should have cried when they cried : — truly, brother, 

My father would have pick’d me out a husband. 

And then my little ones had been no bastards ; 

But ’tis too late for me to many now, 

I am past child-bearing ; ’tis not my fault. . . . 

Spare your hand ; 

Believe me. I’ll not hurt it. . . . 

Complain not though I wring it hard ; I’ll kiss it ; 

Oh, ’tis a fine soft palm ! — hark, in thine ear ; 

Like whom do I look, prithee 1 — nay, no whispering. 
Goodness ! we had been happy ; too much happiness 
Will make folk proud, they say. . . . 

There is no peace left for a ravish’d wife. 

Widow’d by lawless marriage ; to all memory 
Fenthea’s, poor Penthea’s name is strumpeted. . . . 

Forgive me ; Oh ! I feint.*’ ^ 

She dies, imploring that some gentle voice may sing her 

1 Ford’s Broken Hwrt, iv. 2. 
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a plaintive air, a farewell ditty, a sweet funeral song. 
I know nothing in the drama more pure and touching. 

When we ^d a constitution of soul so new, and 
capable of such great efiTects, it behoves us to look at 
the bodies. Man’s extreme actions come not from his 
will, but his nature.' In order to understand the great 
tensions of the whole machine, we must look upon the 
whole machine, — I mean man’s temperament, the man- 
ner in which liis blood flows, his nerves quiver, his 
muscles act: the moral interprets the physical, and human 
qutdities have their root in the animal species. Oonsidei 
then the species in this case — ^namely, the race ; for the 
sisters of Shakspearc’s Ophelia and Virgilia, Goethe’s Clara 
and Margaret, Otway’s Belvidera, Richardson’s Pamela, 
constitute a race by themselves, soft and fair, with blue 
eyes, lily whiteness, blushing, of timid delicacy, serious 
sweetness, framed to yield, bend, cling. Their poets 
feel it clearly when they bring them on tlie stag(i ; they 
surround them with the poetry which becomes them, 
the murmur of streams, the pendent willow-tresses, the 
frail and humid flowers of the country, so like them- 
selves : 

“ Thu flower, tluit’s like thy face, pale primrose^ nor 
The azure harebell, like thy veins ; no, nor 
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slatidcr, 

Oijt- sweeten’d not thy breath.” ® 

They make them sweet, like the soutli wind, which witli 
its gentle breath causes the violets to bend their heads, 

^ Schopenhauer, Mttutfhpia of Lm amd DmiOL Swift idao said 
that death and love are the two thhaga in which man is fundamentally 
irrational. In fact, it is the species mid the ipetinct which ape du|dayed 
in them, not the will and the individnaL 
* Oymbeline, iv. 2. 
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abashe(l at the slightest i-eproach, already half bowed 
dowu by a Render and dreamy melanoJioly.^ Philaater, 
speaking of Euphitisia, whom he takes to be a page, and 
who has disguised herself in order to be near him, 
says : 


“ Huntiug the buck, 

I found him sitting by a fountain-side, 

Of which he bon’ow'd some to quench his thirst, 

And paid the nymph again as much in tears. 

A garland lay him by, made by himsell‘, 

Of many several flowers, brerl in the bay, 

Stuck in that mystic order, tliat the rareness 
Delighted ino : But ever when he tuniM 
llis tender eyes upon 'em, he would weep. 

As if he meant to make 'em grow again. 

Seeing such pretty helpless innocence 
Dwell in his face, I asked him all his story, 
lie told me, that his parents gentle dy'd. 

Leaving him to the mercy of the fields, 

Which gave liim roots ; and of the crystal spruigs^ 
Which did not stop thcii courses ; and the sun, 
Which still, he thank'd him, yielded liiin his light. 
Then he took up his garland, and did shew 
AVhat eveiy flower, as country people hold, 

Did signify ; and how all, order'd thus, 

Express’d his grief : And, to my thoughts, did read 

The prettiest lecture of his country art 

That could be wish'd. ... I gladly entertain'd him, 

Who was as glad to follow ; and have got 

The trustiest, loving's^ and the gentlest boy 

That ever master kept.”® 


The idyl is self-pioduced among these human flowers : 
tlie dramatic action is stopped before the angelic sweet- 

' The death of Oj^elia, the obsequies of Imogen. * Philaster, i 
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ness of their tenderness and modesty. Sometimes even 
the idyl is bonp complete and pure, an(} the whole 
theatre ^'s occupied by a sentimental and poetical kind of 
opera. There are two or three such plays in Shakspeare ; 
in rude Jonson, The Sad Shepherd; in Fletcher, The 
Faithful Shepherdess. Ridiculous titles noAvaduys, for 
they remind us of the interminable platitudes of d’UrfiS, 
or the affected conceits uf Florian ; charming titles, if 
we note the sincere and overflowing poetry wliich they 
contain. Amoret, the faithful shepherdess, lives in an 
imaginary country, full of old gods, yet English, like 
the dewy verdant landscapes in which Rubens sets his 
nymphs dancing: 

“ Thro’ yon same bending plain ’ 

That flings his arms down to the main, 

And thro’ these thick woods, have I run, 

Whose bottom never kiss’d the sun 
Since the lusty spring began.” . . . 

For to that holy wood is consecrate 
A virtuous well, about whose flo«^’ry banks 
The nimbld-footed fairies dance tJieir rounds. 

By the pale moon-shine, dipping oftentimes 
Their stolen children, so to make tiiem free 
From dying flesh, and dull mortality.” . . . ^ 

“ 3ee the dew-drops, how they kiss 
Ev’ry little flower that is ; 

Hanging on their velvet heads, 

Like a rope of christal beads. 

See the heavy clouds low falling. 

And blight Hesperus down calling 
The dead Night from undergrouni” • 

t Beaumont and Fletcher, The Faithful Sh^iherdees, i. > Ibid, ii 
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These.are the plants and the aspects of the ever fresh 
English country, now envelope^ in • pale diaphanous 
mist, now glistening un(}er the absorbing sun, teeming 
with -grasses so full of sap, so delicate, that in the midst 
of their most brilliant splendour and their most luxuri- 
ant life, we feel tliat to-morrow will wither them. There, 
on a summer night, the young men and gii'ls, after their 
custom,* go to gather flowers and plight their troth. 
Amoret and Perigot ai*e together; Amoret, 

“ Fairer far 

Thau the chaste blushing mom, or that fair star 
That guides the waiid’riiig seaman thro* the deep,” 

modest like a virgin, and tender as a wife, says to 
Perigot : 

“ I do believe thee ; ’Tis as liard for me 
To think thee false, and harder, than for thee 
To hold me foul.” 

Strongly as she is tried, her heart, once given, never 
draws back. Perigot, deceived, driven to despair, per- 
suaded that she is unchaste, strikes her with his sword, 
and casts her bleeding to the ground. The " sullen shep- 
herd ” throws her into a well ; but the god lets fall “ a 
drop from his watery locks ” into the wound ; the 
chaste flesh closes at the touch of the divine water, and 
the maiden, recovering, goes once more in search of him 
she loves : 

“ Speak, if thou be here, 

My Perigot 1 Thy Amoret, thy dear, 

Calls on thy loved name. . . . ’Tis thy friend, 

Thy Amoret ; come hither, to give end 
• « 

^ See the description in Nathan Drake, ShaJe^peare and his Times 
^ Beaumont and Fletcher, The Finth^il Shepherdesst 1 
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To these consumings. Look up, gentle boy, 

I have forgfi^ tho^ pains and dear annoy 

1 suffer’d for thy sake, and am contejit 

To be thy love again. Why hast thou rent , . 

Those curled locks, where I have often hung 
Ribbons, and damask-roses, and have flung 
Waters distill’d to make thee fresh and gay, 

Sweeter than nos*>gays on a bridal day ? 

Why dost thou cioss tliiiie arms, and hang tliy face 
Down to thy bosom, lettuig fall apace, 

Fi-om those two little Heav’ns, upon the ground, 
Show’rs of move price, more orient, and more reuiid, 
Than those that hang upon the moon’s pale brow ? 

Cease these complainings, shepherd ! 1 am now 
' The same 1 ever was, as kind and free. 

And can forgive before you ask of me : 

Indeed, I can and will.” ^ 

Wlio could resist her sweet and sad smile ? Still de- 
ceived, l*erigot wounds her again ; she falls, but without 
anger. 

So this work bath end ! 

Farewell, aud live ! be constant to thy friend 
That loves' thee next.” ^ 

A nymph cures her, and at last Perigot^ disabused, comes 
and throws himself on his knees before her. She 
stretches out her anus ; in spite of all that he had done, 
she w£U3 not changed : 

“lam thy love, 

Thy Amoret, for evermore thy love 1 

Strike once more on my naked breast. I’ll prove 

As constant still. Oh, could'st thou love me yet, 

How soon could I my former grie& forget ! ” ^ 

The FaUl^fui Siiepherdeae, ir. > Ibid. 

3 Ibid. y. Compare, as an illustration of the contrast of races, the 
Italinn pastorals. Tasso’s Aminta, Qnariui’s 11 Poudor^t etc. 
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Suq}i are the toucliing and poetical figures which these 
poets introduce in their di'amas/or iif connection with 
their dramas, amidst initbders, assassinations, the clash 
of swords, the howl of slaughter, striving against the 
raging men who adore or torment them, like them car- 
ried to excess, tmnsported by their tenderness os the 
others by their violence; it is a complete exposition, 
as well iis a perfect opposition of the feminine instinct 
ending in excessive self-abandonment, and of masculine 
harshness ending in mui-derous inflexibility. Thus built 
up and thus piovided, the drama of the age was 
enabled to bring out the imier depths of man, and to 
set in motion the most powciful Iiiiman emotions ; to 
bring upon the stage Hamlet and Lear, Ophelia and 
Coixlelia, the death of Desdemona and the butcheries of 
Macbeth. 
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